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15 " steel wheels with full covers 

chrome interior accents 

air conditioning 

center front sun visor 

blue back-lit instrumentation 



Just one of over 40 features now standard 
on the Volkswagen Jetta. 

dual front airbag supplemental restraints" 
dual height -adjustable front seats 
clear lens halogen heodbmps 
anti -theft alarm system 
trunk tie -down points 
european side blinker lights 
child safety locks on rear doors 
adjustable intermittent windshield wipers 
laser beam-welded, fully galvanized steel body 
eight-speaker cassette stereo system 
dual illuminated vanity mirrors 
front/rear disc brakes 
three rear headrests 
door entry lights 
ABS brakes 
daytime running lights 
5 -speed manual transmission 
energy -absorbing door padding 
interior releases for gas flop and trunk 
dual side-impact airbag supplemental restraints- 
trunk- mounted cd changer brackets 
heated remote exterior mirrors 
front /rear floor mats 
metallic paint 
full size spare tire 
power outlet in trunk 
adjustable locking headrests 
remote transmitter for locking system 
60/40 split folding rear seat 
side storage nets in trunk 
rooftop whip antenno 
flush-closing ventilation ducts 
three rear three-point safety belts 
power-ossisted rack and pinion steering 
folding, center cut ignition keys 
wider track /wheelbase 
pollen, dust and odor filter 
stainless steel trunk edge protection 
telescoping, height-adjustable steering column 

1 800 DRIVE VW c VW.COm 

Drivers wanted (vw) 

The Jetta. 
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Sundays at 8:30pm/7:30c FOX 



CHECK LOCAL LISTINGS FOR YOUR FOX STATION. 



©2000 FOX BROADCASTING COMPANY. 
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4 /0U COULD VVJ>J ATKJPTO 




FOX, Regency Television and £L$l^g& 
want to send you to Hollywood to watch the 
filming of an entire episode of Malcolm in the Middle 
from behind the camera! 

Aj JDTJ-JAT3 JUST 



First Prize: AVideo Game system and 
two FOX Interactive video game titles. 
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Second Pri-yQ ' „, 
A $75 shopping spree on ^S^P^ 
and a subscription to SPIN Magazine! 
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SCULPTURE, MIXED WITH SCIENCE, MIXED 

We wanted a lightweight, three-dimensional metal 
frame. The "experts" said it was impossible. Four years 
and one nasty explosion later, X-Metal was born. 
Nothing is impossible at Oakley. Not if the idea has 
possibilities. No metal on earth could do what we wanted 
it to do. So we created a revolutionary new titanium 
alloy to suit our needs. That's what we call "O-Thinking." 
It's a total refusal to accept industry standards. We 
believe in ideas. Not focus groups or target markets. 




PRESCRIPTION READY £2000 OAKLEY. INC 



WITH THE OCCASIONAL NASTY EXPLOSION. 

than 1,000 prototypes to match an idea, we'll do it. 
In fact, we have. If we need to build a new facility just 

to handle a great idea, we'll do that, too. That's what 
we did to make the XX . So we could handle the 
450,000-watt generator needed to make the solid 
X-Metal frames. The same generator that blew 
through a four-foot blast wall and took out a forklift. 
Sometimes, that's the price you have to pay to create 
a great pair of sunglasses. Call 1 -800-403-7449 for a 
dealer, or go tooakley.com. 
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HAPPINESS? 





Don't mess with your endorphins. 
They get ugly when denied convenient forms of exhilaration. 
The all-new Buell® Blast" is everything they've been craving. 
Responsive handling. 492cc of controllable power. 
And considerate ergonomics, including two seat height options. 
All for just $4,395? We'll even help you improve your road skills 
with Rider's Edge 5 " rider training. Call 1-800-223-8203 
for the Buell/Harley-Davidson® dealer nearest you. 
Or pull into www.buellblast.com. 

BUELL BLAST. GET ON. GET OFF: 
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ECHO mania 




With a smooth ride, plenty of get-up-and-go and tons of other fun features, it's easy 
to get a little crazy about the echo. no wonder it's multiplying before your eyes. 




Starting MSRP $10,480. MSRP as shown $13,470! 
www.isthistoyota.com 

CHANGING. EVERY DAY. (^TOYOTA 



'BASED OH MANUFACTURER'S SUGGESTED RETAIL PRICE INCLUDING DESTINATION CMAWOE. EXCLUDES TAXES, LICENSE, TITLE AMD OTHER OPTIONAL OR REOIOMALLV REQUIRED EQUIPMENT. 

Actual dealer price hav vary. ©2000 Toyota Motor Sales, U.S.A., Inc. Buckle UpI Do it por those mho love vou. 
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flow (fid) v. Lib move or run smoothly, 
as in the manner characteristic of a 
fluid. 2. To exhibit a natural or graceful 
style or continuity. 

dmx n. 1. A pod based cushion system 
that allows air to flow where your natural 
stride needs it next. 
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He comes in peace: Moby 



and his aura. Photograph by 



James Dimmock. 






COLUMNS 

P. 32 GOING POSTAL 

P. 43 NOISE A man of the Tool found a friend, and through a miracle 
of physics, they created A Perfect Circle. BVMRRC LUEInorrien 
BACKSTAGE PASS: Bijou Phillips' bunny party; 3EB guitarist kicked 
to curb; Taproot burn morning Bizkit; Soul Coughing to relinquish 
Bon-Bon; Cardigan flies coop; and lesbians BV MRRC SPITZ 
INCOMING: Lullaby Baxter; Green Velvet; and three more 
for good measure. 

PLUS: SFX off the sales block; the Bloodhound Gang: monkey see, 
monkey doo-doo; can Art Alexakis get a witness, please?; Black 
Rob-bin' and stealin'; DJ George W.; payola on the download; 
Screamin' Jay Hawkins could be your dad: cais and the songs that 
sell them; and more. 

P. 66 LIUE 

D'Angelo. bvcrroi COOPER, Creed. BV MicHREt tortoheuo 

P. 7 1 EXPOSURE In Scaiy Movie, teen starlet Anna Faris helps 
demonstrate a cardinal rule of comedy: Sperm is always funny. 
PLUS: Big-screen hoop dreams; Dubcutter cutting vinyl, costs; 




the Spin 20; portrait of a stately biker; Survivor's motley crew; comic 
journalism; Oni's ghostly warrior; Nordic Rune; Vagrant Story; 
Todd Phillips and another dumb film; Quantum Project's cyber-cinema; 
Queens style; starring: Sony PlayStation; and more. 

P. 147 REUIELUS 

Phish BVJ0N00LRN; Sleater- Kinney; Trina; Tracy Bonham; Giant Sand; 
Neil Young; Ass Ponys; Sprmg Heel Jack; LTJ Bukem; the Third 
Eye Foundation; Papa Roach; Disturbed; Slum Village; the Mighty 
Mighty Bosstones; Protect Blowed; Cater to tlie DJ; Kelly Hogan 
& the Pine Valley Cosmonauts; the Handsome Family; and Mekons 
JUKEBOX CULTURE: The women of '90s rock are back, sort of. 

BV J0SHORCLOUER 

REISSUES: Roland Shannon Jackson's free-jazz gospel. BV 0. strruss 

RACK JOBBING: Ginimie fndie Rock VI; MTV Presents Masters 

of the l&2>History's Greatest DJs; 300% Dynamite!; Takaslu Hirayasu 

and Bob Brozman. BV WILL HERMES 

SOUND FILES: Mechanical Animals, hv dougers luolk 

P. 168 GENIUS LESSONS 

This is the end. my only friend. BV sern ernders 
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Download now, 

www.omnipod.com 




O M N I P O D 



PERSONAL ONLINE DESKTOP' 



What does yours do? 



©2000 OMNIPOD, Inc. All nghls reserved. OMNIPOD, OMNIPOD ^Df What Does Yours Do? and Personal Online Desktop are trademarks ot OMNIPOD. Inc. 




Cor 



THERE'S TWO SIDES TO THE HILL 





THE BRAND NEW 2-DISC JOINT 

FEATURING THE BOMB HITS 

( RAP) SUPERSTAR AND 
( ROCK) SUPERSTAR 

IN STORES NOW 

...STILL F**KIN' UP THE PROGRAM 
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To the naked eye, it's the original Classier 
It's the naked foot that will feel the difference. 



Introducing the Classic Luxury Edition: 



The K-Swiss* Classic, one of the first all- leather 
tennis shoes, has been a favorite for years. Now 
we're proud to introduce the Classic Luxury Edition, 



Available at ^J^jfw^ytjjJ For more information, please call 1-800-431-7676 or visit www.kswiss.com 

02000 K'Swiss Inc. All rights reserved. K*Swiss. the K'Swiss Emblem. Classic. Classic Luxury Edition and Cashmere Leather are trademarks and/or registered trademarks of K'Swiss Inc 




■ with Cashmere Leather "and a soft, padded interior, 
as well as all the timeless style of the original. 
It may be a classic, but it's time for a new pair. 



MYTWNG GOES EXCEPT IRRESPONSIBLE DRINKING 



It's new. 
ToGo- 




Try Kahlua Drinks To Go. 

Kahlua Rum-Colas, TTludslicies, 
Kahlua & TTKIts White Russians, 
Coconut TDudslIdes, and B-52s, 
in party-friendly t \ packs. 
Visit our web site: 




CONTRIBUTORS 



COLLIER SCHORR 
"Cabin Fever," page 138 
Meatballs Revisited Schorr asked Spin 
to send her to the set of the Brad 
Renfro/Dominique Swain movie Happy 
Campers. It rained the whole time, 
but as everyone knows, the best things 
at camp happen indoors. 
Ubiquitous and Skillful Schorr is an 
artist and a writer. Her work has appeared 
in Harper's Bazaar, I.D., and Purple. 



JAMES DIMMOCK 

"Revenge of the 'Little Idiot,'" page 96 
On the Giant Floating Moby "The photos 
are a classic take-off on Superman: 
a gentleman sharply dressed, but with 
superpowers. Everyone in the dance 
movement is very into sportswear and 
casual wear, and I thought it would be 
quite nice to give a sharper side to it all." 
Unsettling Mental Picture "Moby's 
worked in a harness before. He loves it." 



MARC WEINGARTEN 

"The Prim Reapers," page 43 

Still Waters Run Deep "Maynard James 

Keenan is very inscrutable, and I think he 

likes it that way. He wants to read you first 

before responding. But once he approves 

of you, there's a droll sense of humor that 

comes out. It's really very endearing." 

Unabashed Plug Station to Station: A 

History of Rock 'n 'Roll on Television 

(Pocket Books), out this fall 

OAVID J. PRINCE 

'"I Am Miami,'" page 122 

Beats Workin' "Every March, I get to 

go to Miami, get a suntan, drink 

margaritas constantly, visit with friends 

from all over, dance all day and night 

to the best DJs in the world, see 

multiple sunrises over the Atlantic— 

and call it 'work.' You can't beat that 

with a baseball bat." 

Full-Time Job Being David J. Prince 

TRICIA ROMANO 

"Trance World Express," page 110 
Two Cents "The whole trance thing is so 
big now. It's gotten popular to the point 
where it's truly international. The stuff I like 
is older; I'm more a drum'n'bass head." 
Reputable Vocation Assistant editor at 
the Village Voice 

Covert Talent Romano considers herself 
a bedroom DJ, spinning jungle tracks for 
her cats Esmerelda and Endora. 
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"I TRULY BELIEVE THAT RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE ARE 
DOING MORE POSITIVE SOCIAL ACTION THAN MANY 

PEOPLE GIVE THEM CREDIT FOR.'-Lafea Montana 




The Revolution Will Not Be 
Button-Flyed 

Your article on Rage Against the 
Machine nicely explicates the ironies 
of working a revolution while in the 
throes of American consumer society 
["The Art of War," March). Besides 
talking about Rage's music, Charles 
Aaron touched on the alienation of 
white youth, and his writing mirrored 
the intensity that Rage themselves 
deliver. Good piece of work! Keep 
'em coming! 
Shiraz Dindar 

Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada 

I truly believe that Rage Against the 
Machine are doing more positive 
social action than many people give 
them credit for. Some people may call 
them hypocrites because they are on 
a huge major label, but making 
records for Sony doesn't lessen the 
power behind their voice and crusade. 
Laticia Montano 
Long Beach, California 

How can you do an interview with 
Rage Against the Machine and not 
ask them what the hell they were 
doing on the Godzilla soundtrack? 
These guys are supposed to be 
against commercialism, but they 

32 SPIN 



did music for one of the most 
commercial films ever made. The 
movie even had Taco Bell ads with 
that damn Chihuahua. 
Adam Craft 
Richmond, Kentucky 

Rage Against the Machine deserve all 
the respect they get and only a little of 
the criticism. The comparisons to Bob 
Marley, the Clash, and Public Enemy 
are well deserved. But you, along with 
nearly everyone else who writes about 
them, misses the connection to their 
closest kindred spirit: Midnight Oil. It's 
true that in the late '80s millions of 
college kids danced their fancy little 
pants off to the Diesel and Dust 
album without having a clue about the 
bold anticorporation, antigovemment 
stance the Oils were taking in defense 
of indigenous people all over the 
world. What matters is that enough of 
us listened to the music, got the mes- 
sage, collected the literature at the 
concerts, and are still actively involved 
in causes our hips and our hearts led 
our brains to understand and believe. 
Burke Thomas 
Rockport, Indiana 

Josh Klein's assertion that Sony is 
working to undermine the causes 



championed by Rage has little basis 
in fact [Going Postal, March). Why 
doesn't he just come clean and 
admit that his gripe is really the 
old "indie vs. big record company" 
pissing match? The world is a better 
place because of the dialogue 
inspired by the things Rage write 
about. What has Klein contributed to 
the world, aside from his whining? 
Scoop Richards 
Columbus, Ohio 

In response to Josh Klein's letter 
about Rage being hypocritical, 
I assume that he considers them 
sellouts. I'd like to respond by 
saying that in today's music industry, 
as Scott Ian of Anthrax once said, if 
you don't want to sell out, you have 
to give away all your CDs, tickets, 
and T-shirts. But in order to make 
money, you have to sell out. 
Bill Hinkley 
Erie, Pennsylvania 

No Rage for the Weary 

I am sick of seeing letters and articles 
proclaiming that Rage Against the 
Machine are the "founders" or "pio- 
neers" of the so-called rap-rock 
movement [various letters and articles, 
various issues, 1996-2000). You 
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ElectronicpalOOZa Electromca is so 
1997, but that hasn't stopped Spin.com 
from making June all about computers 
and robots and stuff. We've got an 
exclusive chat and video extravaganza 
with cover boy Moby, state-of-the genre 
reports on everything from house to 
drill'n'bass, and a chance to remix a track 
all by your lonesome! 

Still Messing With Texas While 
fratboy George W. wasn't looking, the 
Spin.com wolf pack sneaked into this 
year's South by Southwest festival in 
Austin, Texas, and brought you back the 
best of what you missed. Log on to 
Spin.com in May for coverage of the 
entire weekend, including exclusive video 
interviews and performances from Daniel 
Johnston, Hank Williams III, Astrid, Macha, 
Puffy (no, not that Puffy), Nash Kato, 
Etienne Charry, and many, many more! 

Loaded Primal Scream are mad as 
$»!@" and they're not going to take it any- 
more. On their new record. XTRMNTR, the 
Barmy Army takes aim at the multinational 
corporation known as America, as well as 
other targets that just happen to piss them 
off. Come to Spin.com for an video 
interview with Bobby Gillespie and Mani. 

720 Backside Nosebone Fakie! 

Ahhh...rock music and hurtling down 
snow-covered mountains strapped to a 
piece of fiberglass: two great tastes that 
taste great together. After enjoying Joe 
Gross' profile of Incubus (page 136). surf 
to Spin.com to learn how you could win 
the band's own snowboard! 

Spitldex Poll Okay, so it's the last 
scene in the high-school movie version of 
your life. You're with your dream 
man/woman/other, and it's prom night. 
What superstar DJ(s) is (are) manning the 
decks, helping you line-dance your way 
to heaven? Chemical Brothers? Paul 
Oakenfold? DJ Scribble? Connect to 
Spin.com and let us know! 



Prime ribbing: Primal Scream. 
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particularly love to denounce Korn. 
who've been together for eight 
years, and Kid Rock, who's been 
around for ten. Before you write your 
smug self-righteous criticisms, per- 
haps some knowledge of the sub- 
ject would prove beneficial. 
Christina Petrucci 
Victorville, California 

They Don't Know What They 
Want, but They Know How to 
Get It 

The only thing that separates the 
Eugene. Oregon, anarchists ("Chaos 
Theories." March] from gang- 
bangers, skinheads, frat boys, or 
any other group of individuals afraid 
to be individuals is that the anarchists 
are too scared to show their own 
faces. C'mon kids: If you're so 
tough, reveal yourselves. Don't hide 
behind masks like cowards. Even 
Nazis showed their faces. You 
don't stand a chance against the 
civilized world. 
John Slutzman 
Portland. Oregon 

For once. I am unsure whether to 
congratulate Spin or decry Spin. 
I have seen firsthand what the 
Eugene anarchists are all about, 
and I don't like them or their ideas. 
Physical violence is never the 
answer. We have free speech for a 
reason. Yes. things are messed up 
as far as exploitation of the earth 
and people. But to take such a huge 
step back (10.000 years?) as John 
Zerzan wants would be pointless. 
No computers, numbers, work, or 
language? Its called a lobotomy. 
Johnny— get that instead. The world 
needs only slight modifications. 
Destroying property here in Eugene, 
Seattle, or anywhere is pointless 
and will only cause the mainstream 
to hate them. Use the system to 
destroy the system. And show your 
faces, you cowards! 
Jefl Sutton 
Eugene. Oregon 

Please promise Spin readers you'll 
check on members of the Anarchist 
Action Collective in 20 years to see 
how many have become used-car 
dealers or dentists 
Irwin Chusid 
Hoboken. New Jersey 



RJ Smith wntes that anarchism, "in 
the hands of the violent Weather- 
men. ..played a role in ending the 
Vietnam War." The Weather Under- 
ground were not anarchists, but 
rather a self-described Marxist- 
Leninist revolutionary organization. 
Perhaps Smith was thinking about 
Abbie Hoffman's Youth International 
Party— the Yippies— who could have 
been considered anarchists. But it's 
funny as hell that you guys manage 
to wedge Marxism (Rage Against the 
Machine) and anarchism (the Seattle 
riots) between ads for Ford, Gillette, 
Foot Locker, and— no shit— the U.S. 
Navy! My, grandma, what a well- 
developed sense of irony you have. 
Robert Stacy McCain 
Gaithersburg. Maryland 

I am sick of people with personal 
issues hiding behind a movement. 
What do these anarchists know 
about being trapped in an oppres- 
sive capitalist society? I bet you 
would be hard-pressed to find 
any real economic hardship in the 
backgrounds of these people. 
The ones I've met all fit the same 
mold: white, upper-class, dope- 
smoking, scrawny brats who just 
have a fear of failure and working. 
Please call this "movement" what it 
really is: a bunch of stupid kids and 
delusional adults who just wanna 
break stuff. I wonder if next you'll 
be glorifying anti-abortionists who 
shoot doctors. 
Gabriel Ramirez 
Houston 

Clear-Cutting 

Your Jungle Brothers story made 
me puke ["In the Jungle Groove," 
Noise. March]. Yeah, the old Native 
Tongues stuff was dope, but the 
new album is just wack, corny-ass 
rave music. I was completely 
stunned that the JBs I loved in high 
school were making this crap. 
Feature some real hip-hop artists. 
Roy Damons 
New Orleans 

Lipstick Traces 

I was elated to see the Cure in 
Spin |"Just Like Hell," March], 
because they certainly don't get the 
coverage or respect they deserve. 
Now the only thing left for you to do 
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READER STATS: Breakdown of this month's letters 



12% Sensitive robots and paranoid androids worried that Rage Against the Machine are mad at them 

71% Experimental music fans wanting Rage to drop the political schtick and just get down with some "cock rock' 



63% Readers who thank Jesus that Rage's bass player doesn't have thigh tattoos or wear a Speedo to show them off 
87% Fuming Smashing Pumpkins fans revved into a nail-biting frenzy by our record review 



14% Angry Kentucky lads calling us dumbasses over and over again amid a war zone of typos 



11% Women phoning us repeatedly to tell us about the "virtual Big O " they had after reading the Cure feature 



44% Shy. awkward, kinky-haired teens who feel much better about themselves after seeing pictures of Robert Smith 



10% Norwegian men proclaiming their love of "Rack Jobbing" 

70% Tool fans writing in at least once a week to request a feature on their favorite band 

67% Irate gadflies with nothing better to do than email us repeatedly to complain about our lack of Indian music coverage 



21% Environmentally sensitive readers who puked after inhaling the nauseating cologne ad 

1 % Bijou Phillips fans hotly anticipating her next concert 

54% Readers-come-lately writing in about stories that we ran over a year ago 



12% Pensive Albertans who. by their own admission, are neither towering intellects nor holy men 



13% Desperate Albertans willing to sell their very soul to Spu 



is put Robert Smith on your cover, 
where I can worship him properly. 
Michelle Hays 
San Diego 

I thank you for giving one of the 
greatest bands of all time some 
exposure to new fans. Pat Blashill 
really studied the Cure's career, and 
the emphasis on their early album 
Pornography was also welcome 
Jamie Botz 
Yardley. Pennsylvania 

Out of Our Gourd 

Once again, a reviewer has decided 
that mocking Billy Corgan is a 
much easier task than finding flaws 
in the Pumpkins' music ["Age 
Against the Machine." Reviews. 
March]. Eric Weisbard even 
managed to criticize the songs he 
says are good! What a horrible 
review of a great album. 
Matt Przyborski 
Syracuse. New York 

I noticed that you mentioned Kurt 
Cobain twice in your little review of 
the Pumpkins' new album. Billy 



Corgan does not deserve to be 
compared to Kurt Cobain, because 
instead of giving up. blowing his 
head off. and pushing up daisies. 
Billy is still putting out records. Yeah, 
okay. Kurt was a good artist, but he's 
dead; it's over. And yet magazines 
like yours try to keep him alive. 
Katie Bishop 
Piano. Texas 

The person who wrote the review of 
Machina obviously has no brain. 
Where do you get these people? It 
seemed very much like your writer 
had a personal vendetta, and I was 
never clear whether he had an 
opinion about the new album or not. 
Sara Scott 
Lyons. Kansas 

Fight to the Deft 

Zev Borow's article on Jet Li had 
me laughing out loud ["Fist of Leg- 
end." Exposure. March]. To see 
such entertaining, informal writing 
in print gives me hope for a better 
tomorrow. 
Mary Wall 

Baton Rouge. Louisiana 



Master of Puppets 

Thank you so much for exposing 
some headz to Flat Eric ["A Puppet 
Without Reason." Exposure. March]. 
He is without a doubt one of the 
coolest things of 1999. along with 
Futurama. Sill & Oily, and Moby's 
album. Although you forgot a few 
things: The song "Flat Beat" was 
released by Quentin Dupieux under 
his pseudonym Mr. Oizo. and the 
Mr. Oizo album. Analog Worms Attack. 
is brilliant! It's an amazing stew of 
dumb-slow hip-hop beats, equally 
dumb bass growls, and song titles 
like "Last Night a DJ Killed My Dog." 
And of course the yellow, fuzzy flat one. 
Paul Simpson 
Hamden. Connecticut 

Hole in the Soul 

Wow! A whole three sentences 
dedicated to the life achievements of 
Curtis Mayfield ["Curtis Mayfield: 
1942-1999," Noise. March]. In the 
age of bubble gum and boy bands, 
this excruciatingly short remembrance 
is yet another indicator of the continu- 
ing decline of quality tunes. How 
could a man who did so much for 



music get so little respect and page 
space? A lyrical genius and musical 
revolutionary. Curtis Mayfield will 
always be the one true soul brother. 
Alan Emmet 
Staten Island. New York 

Frederick of Hollywood 

In response to Caitlin Kitt's letter 
[Going Postal. March], I'd just like to 
make several things clear. First, Fred 
Durst deserves to get "trashed" for 
his "fuck everyone, I'm a rock star" 
attitude. It seems Mr. Senior VP of 
Interscope Records has done a 
damn good job alienating Limp 
Bizkrt's true fans. Second, if you don't 
like the reviews in Spin, don't buy the 
magazine! Bitch to people who care, 
because I'd like to read letters that 
actually have a purpose. I'm not 
pleased with the review of Korn's 
Issues ["Kings of Pain." Reviews. 
February) or the Bloodhound Gang's 
Hooray for Boobies [Reviews. 
December 1999], but I'm not com- 
plaining about it because everyone 
has an opinion. You don't think some 
of the most amazing artists of our 
time haven't been trashed before 
[various articles, reviews, and letters. 
1985-2000)? Finally, kudos to Spin 
for the eye-opening article on Rage. 
Keep up the good work 1 
Kelly Snyder 
Lenore. West Virginia 

A Dream Fulfilled 

When the hell are you guys going to 
pnnt some of my letters? I've sent you. 
like. 300. and I try to make them as 
witty as your writers usually seem to 
be. but alas, my IQ is over 30. 
Natalie Heath 
Butler. Pennsylvania 

Write Going Postal, Spin, 205 Lexington 
Ave., New York, NY 10016, or email 
goingpostal@spinmag.com. Always 
include your full name and phone 
number for verification. Letters may 
be edited for length and clarity. 

Want a back issue of Spin? Cite the 
issue by month and year, include your 
address, and send credit card info, 
check, or money order for $7 (S8 
international) to: ISI-SPIN. PO Box 
454, East Rutherford, NJ 07073. Please 
allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. You may 
also call 800-544-6748 or email your 
requests to Isi6wwmag.com. 
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THE PRIM REAPERS 

NEW ALBUM FROM TOOL! WELL, SORT OF. MEET A PERFECT CIRCLE 

Maynard James Keenan's Hollywood lott looks like 
something Hannibal Lecter might throw together if 
he ever decided to open a Gold's Gym. Intimidat- 
ing muscle-flexing exercise gear dominates the 
main space, but instead of full-length mirrors on 
the walls, there are large still llfes featuring Keenan 
with monkeys and blank-faced freakish figures that 
bring to mind a Fellini fantasy. A recording studio is 
tucked away in the corner, and a boom box blasting 
Tricky is propped up against a stationary bike. 

Today. Keenan. frontman for art-metal band Tool, 
and Billy Howerdel. Keenan's partner in his new 
group. A Perfect Circle, are striking goth poses. 



They make quite a Mutt and Jeff in Hell tableau: 
Howerdel. the tall, spindly, chrome-domed aes- 
thete, and Keenan. the stringy-haired introvert with 
the laser-beam stare. It s unsettling at first— should 
one make small talk or flee in terror? Then How- 
erdel will flash an undertaker's grin and admit that 
Fiona Apple's first album has been a major inspi- 
ration to him. Or Keenan will deliver a joke so droll 
it takes a minute to register. (Like the one about 
how Howerdel changed the band's name from 
Crabsteak: "We did a Yahoo search and it was 
taken.") Suddenly, the creep show turns into a 
discourse on everything from Joni Mitchell ("A 



"Hi. we're looking for Sharon Tate's house?" 
Maynard James Keenan and Billy Howerdel. 



brilliant guitarist." Keenan says) to the undeniable 
allure of Ally McBeal's Lucy Liu. (But have they 
read the new sequel to Bridget Jones ' Diary?) This 
isn't a put-on— Howerdel and Keenan happen to 
be two sensitive groovy ghoulies. 

On their debut. Mer de Noms. the pair are doing 
their level best to raise the bar and shift the metal 
paradigm back to a time when craft shared center 
stage with crunch. Less monolithic and more 
melodic than Tool, with considerably softer edges, 
the album pits Howerdel's crafty guitar-army 
maneuvers, man-machine beats, and epic prog- 
rock arrangements against Keenan's doomsday 
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missives and disarmingly fragile vocals. The 
music is both sweet and sour enough to provide a 
respite for metal refugees left cold by the rough- 
neck trash-talkers currently dominating hard rock. 

"Let's keep this interview positive." says 
Keenan when asked for his opinions on metal- 
hop's current headbanging hegemony. "Let's just 
allow that chapter to close itself, as it is doing 
currently. If Nine Inch Nails. Rage Against the 
Machine, and Tool would have come to the table 
sooner with their next efforts, we wouldn't be 
worrying about filling that void." 

Keenan's involvement with A Perfect Circle 
(which also features bassist Paz Lenchantin, ex- 
Failure guitarist Troy Van Leeuwen. and Vandals 
drummer Josh Freese) doesn't mean Tool is a 
done deal. Granted, it's been four years since the 
release of their last album, /Emma, which went 
platinum, as did the previous album. Undertow. 
The back story is that a year after Emma's 
release. Tool sued to get out of their contract with 
financially foundering label Zoo Entertainment, 
which countersued the band for attempting to 
abandon their exclusive deal. Both lawsuits have 
since been dropped, and Tool have renegotiated 
a deal with Volcano. But at a time when Tool 
should have seized their moment, the prolonged 
legal battle effectively shut them down. "After the 
legal stuff was cleared, we just kinda lived our 
lives," Keenan says. 

In the interim, Keenan hooked up with Howerdel. 
a guitar technician who had worked with Tool. 
Smashing Pumpkins, and NIN but longed to bust 
out some of his own dreamy head-drilling songs. 
"When I first started playing guitar, I wanted to be 
Randy Rhodes," Howerdel says, "but I love stuff 
like the Cocteau Twins, cause the atmosphere 
they create can be interpreted in so many ways." 

The two first crossed paths in France, where 
both were making tour stops. Years later, they 
became Hollywood roommates. "Billy and May- 
nard compliment each other perfectly," says NIN 
and Pumpkins producer Alan Moulder, who mixed 
Mer de Noms. "There's a big mutual respect 
where they both can do their own thing without 
encroaching on each other's turf." Of course 
membership in a mega-band like Tool does have 
its advantages: A Perfect Circle's first video, for 
the single "Judith," was shot by film director David 
Fincher (Aliens, Seven), and the band has landed 
the plum opening spot on NIN's spring tour. 

A Perfect Circle, as Keenan takes great pains 
to point out. is not a side project but a legitimate 
band. Tool will just have to wait its turn— though 
Keenan is currently working with the other mem- 
bers on a new album for a projected 2001 
release. "I regard A Perfect Circle as a right-brain, 
feminine thing, and Tool as a more masculine 
thing," he says. "I don't think of it in terms of what 
I can't do with Tool. With bands, you go into a 
certain dynamic with people. ..with this band, it's 
more of a Zen thing." marc weingarten 
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Special FX: Rob Zombie fires it up at Ozzfest 99. 

one of many tours controlled by SFX. 



MONSTER OF ROCK 



AMERICA'S BIGGEST CONCERT COMPANY KEEPS GROWING AND GROWING 



SFX. the concert-industry giant involved with 
more than half of last year's top-grossing con- 
certs, just got more powerful. Last summer. Spin 
reported that SFX was gaining control over all 
phases of the business by steadily buying up 
local promotion companies, national tour produc- 
ers, venues, and concessions businesses. Now 
SFX founder Robert F X. Sillerman has cashed 
out. In February. SFX was acquired by Clear 
Channel Communications, the country's largest 
radio conglomerate, for an astounding S4.4 billion 
ill cash and slock. There have been sev- 

eral high-profile music-industry merg- 
ers this year, but the SFX/Clear Channel 
deal could be the one that most imme- 
diately affects the music you hear. 

For one thing. SFX shows will be 
publicized via unprecedented media 
blitzes. Clear Channel owns more than 800 radio 
stations in 47 of the 50 biggest North American 
markets, as well as 19 television stations and 
700.000 billboards. There is very little chance 
that you won't know about the Backstreet Boys, 
Ozzfest. or Ruff Ryders/Cash Money tours (all 
SFX shows) coming to your town this summer. 
Artists with upcoming concerts will be m heavy 
rotation on sponsoring stations: billboards for 
the events will spring up. and station-affiliated 
websites may promise a jump on the best seats. 
This cross -promotional muscle could conceiv- 
ably complicate the relationship between artists 
and the radio stations they depend on. For 
example, what if SFX/Clear Channel uses its 
radio dominance to demand concert promotion 
m exchange for airplay? "That would be pay- 
ola." says one concert-industry veteran. "There s 
everything illegal about someone saying. 'We 
will play your record (onlyl if you enter mto this 
financial agreement with us "' 



SFX has already altered the live- music expe- 
rience Its concerts rival major league sports 
events m their relentless barrage of advertising, 
including commercial videos for everything from 
Internet companies to the city of Las Vegas ("the 
official resort destination of SFX"). plus tobacco- 
company-sponsored smoking lounges. SFX has 
also changed the entire economy of the indus- 
try. The company 's tiered ticket pricing, modeled 
on professional sports, imposes "luxury" prices 
on certain seats, limiting the pool of reasonably 



LAST YERR, THANKS PRRTIRLLV TO 
SFX, FEWER PEOPLE SPENT MORE 
M0NEVT0SEEFEUJERSH0UJS. 



priced tickets. In 1999. consumers spent a record 
SI. 5 billion on concert tickets. But the average 
ticket for one of the top 50 tours actually cost S10 
more than in 1998. while the number of tickets 
sold for those tours declined by more than a 
million. In other words, fewer people spent more 
money to attend fewer shows. 

SUlerman s market dominance hasn't come 
cheap. To achieve record tour grosses and 
inflate its stock value. SFX spent more than S2 
billion over the past three years and accumu- 
lated SI billion in debt while paymg artists 
record fees. These business practices may be a 
problem once Clear Channel stockholders look 
for ways to make money from their new acqui- 
sition, meaning concert prices could increase 
even more. "This whole thing has been an 
incredible job of salesmanship on the pan of 
SUlerman. " says one promoter. " Even those who 
hate him have to admire him. If he starts 
another company. I'm investing. " david I. prince 
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» 3EB'S MIDLIFE CRISIS; BIJOU PHILLIPS' SUPPORT SYSTEM BY MARC SPITZ 




"Doot, doot.. dude 7 " 3EB guitarist Kevin Cadogan got the boot. 



THIRD EYE BUND-SIDED 

Stephan Jenkins is a total megalomaniac freak. 
He's so narcissistic that he's not really capable of 
rational thought." No, that's not his old nemesis 
Matchbox 20's Rob Thomas talking, but Jenkins' 
ex-writing partner of five years. Third Eye Blind 
guitarist Kevin Cadogan, who was dumped from 
the band at the Sundance Film Festival in January. 
"The whole thing was orchestrated to make me feel 
shitty," Cadogan says about the split. "Stephan 
just handed me an itinerary for a flight leaving for 
San Francisco the next day. Then they all walked 
out." Cadogan and Jenkins' creative partnership 
began to decay during the recording of last year's 
commercially disappointing Blue. "I wanted the 
album to be more rock." Cadogan explains. "When 
I heard Never Let You Go,' I thought it sounded like 
the Backstreet Boys. They were like. 'Dude, we just 
wanna have hits.' Stephan wants to be a teen idol, 
grasping onto his youth." "This isn't something we 
want to comment on." says 3EB's manager Eric 
Godtland. Cadogan. perhaps reacting to the way 
he was muscled out. has dubbed his new band 
Bully, as in. Stephan Jenkins is a big, fat... 



NO BUNNY LOVES ME 

Bijou Phillips was exhausted. By the time the campaign to promote 
her nude pictorial in the April issue of Playboy ended with a party at 
New York City's Centro-Fly, it was a chore for her just to dance wildly 
atop her leather banquette while pouring sloppy tequila shots from the 
bottle. But the 20-year-old showbiz vet graciously greeted guests and 
autographed her own glossy breasts while confessing. "I don't know who 
these people are. I just wanna go back to my hotel and sleep." Phillips 
brightened when Dave Grohl. Hole drummer Samantha Maloney. 
and Claire Danes and Ben Lee showed up. "I'm here to support Bijou." 
Danes said. "Bijou needs a lot of support." Hanging outside the V.I. P. 
room. Cypress Hill's B-Real mused. "You never know who you're 
gonna meet at a Playboy party." He wasn't going to meet any Playmates 
that night— there were more middle-aged prowlers present than hot 
babes. "I thought it was gonna be wall-to-wall bunnies," complained 
model Tyson Beckford As if his apartment weren't hopping with them. 



TRASH TALK 

Rumors are flying that a certain South- 
ern belter of booze and song is carry- 
ing on a torrid lesbian affair with the 
wife of her mentor/producer.. ..Though 
a label source insists "they're only tak- 
ing a break between albums." we hear 
that Cardigans singer Nina Persson 
has dumped her fellow Swedes and 
moved to New York City to shack up 
with her fiance. Shudder to Think 
guitanst Nathan Larson, whose band 
has also imploded.... In other breakup 
news, M. Doughty isn't talking about 
Soul Coughing s recent split but jok- 
ingly hinted that it may have had 
something to do with some unautho- 
rized bon-bon grabbing. Citing a 
claim that a certain Latin hearthrob 
lifted his hit "Shake Your Bon-Bon" 
from Soul Coughing's 1996 single 
"Super Bon Bon," Doughty declared. 
"I have but one thing to say: Ricky 
Martin left me in such despair I am 
giving up music forever." Martin, 
unfortunately, has no such plans. 




f 



My so-called night: Claire Danes, left, and 
Bijou Phillips at the Playboy bash. 



Love fools: the Cardigans' Nina 
Persson and Fiance Nathan Larson. 




"Stick it up my what?" Steve Richards. 



TAPROOT: HEATIN' UP THE BIZKIT 

It all began so nicely. In 1998. then- 
unknown Ann Arbor. Michigan, nu- 
metal rockers Taproot sent their 
demo to Limp Bizkit's PO box. 
prompting an excited Fred Durst 
to call them back personally. "He 
was gonna make us the next big 
thing," says lead singer Steve 
Richards. "He pretty much 
promised us the world." When 
Durst took too long delivering the 
world, though. Taproot began to 
search elsewhere and eventually 
signed with Atlantic Records. "Fred 



heard we were out there meeting 
people and didn't like it." Richards 
says. Never one to bottle up his 
innermost feelings. Durst left the 
following rant on Richards' answer- 
ing machine last October: "Steve. 
Fred Durst. Hey man, you fucked 
up. You don't ever bite the hand that 
feeds, bro. I took you under my 
wing, and you embarrassed me and 
the Interscope family. Your associ- 
ation with Limp Bizkit does not 
exist. Your manager slings that 
name around, he's gonna be 



erased, and you will too. Don't fuck- 
ing show up at my show, cause if 
you do. you're gonna get fucked. All 
nght? You're a fucking dumb mother- 
fucker. You're learning right now 
exactly how to ruin your career 
before it gets started." With a slot 
on Ozzfest 2000 and a buzzworthy 
new release. Gift, due in late June, 
Taproot is thriving enough to erase 
any hard feelings on their side. "We 
don't hate Fred." Richards insists. 
"But he hates our guts." Durst had 
no comment, wm 
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High Impact Colour 

Finally, Dyes for Guys 
Reassured by L'OREAL 





You'll find Feria in the haircolour section 
of your favorite drug, food and 
mass merchandise stores 



02000 com*. mc Jakob's shade. Bleach Blonding. 



NOISE 



GIMME INDIE 
COCK ROCK! 

POUR SOME SUGAR ON THEM 

Once officially pronounced dead, hair-metal 
culture is back and screaming for vengeance. 
Modern-rock radio is spinning Guns N' Roses, 
Motley Crue. and Ozzy: bands like Buckcherry 
have made a career out of reviving the spirit of 
the coked-up Sunset Strip, and doormen at hot 
parties like New York City's Rock Candy and 
L.A.'s Make-Up are letting mullets pass through 
the velvet ropes. Perhaps most disturbingly, indie 
labels that once provided an alternative, like Sub 
Pop. are rushing to sign acts with sprayed manes, 
armadillos in their trousers, and the sincere urge 
to rock us like hurricanes. "It bums me out that 
kids equate rock with Limp Bizkit and Blink- 182." 
says Sub Pop head Jonathan Poneman. "There's 
nothing heroic about today's high-profile bands. 
I mean, who wants to be Fred Durst?" Here's how 
the new indie cock-rockers stack up against their 
faded forefathers, marc spitz 

THE UNBAND 

Irony Factor High (Debut Retarder includes a cover 

of Billy Squier's "Everybody Wants You") 

Muse Not a "Woman" but a... "Cocaine Whore" 

Euphemism for Penis: "Pink Slip" 

Fashion Precursor Robert Plant, complete with 

chest- baring blouses and package-enhancing jeans 

Most Riffs Plundered From: Motley Crue 

Power Ballads? None, but their song "(Sure Do Feel 

Like a) Piece of Shit" begs for children's choir 

Inspirational Lyric: "Hear the call of the wild / And 

make it rock hard 1 " 

Will Rock You Like a... surprise Breathalyzer test 
GLUECIFER 

Irony Factor Low (They're from Norway) 




Grunge, schmunge: clockwise from left, the Unband. the Makers, the Hellacopters. and Gluecifer. 



Muse Not a "Woman" but a... "Tight-ass Talker" 
or perhaps an "Action Walker" 

Euphemism for Penis: "The Horn" (as in "You mess 
with the bull, you're gonna get....") 
Most Riffs Plundered From: Motorhead 
Power Ballads? "Titanium Sunset" boasts "Novem- 
ber Rain '-style ram sound effects 
Inspirational Lyric: "Tonight I'm liquid gold / Gonna 
take my shit worldwide / I'm gonna get it sold" 
Is Satan Involved? Probably (Their name is a pun... 
get it?) 

Will Rock You Like a... huff of toxic adhesive fumes 
in a poorly ventilated room 

THE MAKERS 

Irony Factor: High (Album is called Rock Star God) 
Euphemism for Penis: "Thor's Divine Hammer" 
Fashion Precursor Guns N Roses 
Most Riffs Plundered From: T. Rex 
Inspirational Lyric: "Sex is good food / 



Sex is good food'" 

Power Ballads? Well. "God's Playing Favorites" 
features a swelling string intro 

Will Rock You Like a... landlord comin' for the rent 
when your stripper girlfriend's out of town 

THE HELLACOPTERS 
Irony Factor: Low (They're from Sweden) 
Euphemism for Penis: "The Electric Index Eel" 
Fashion Precursor: Bret Michaels' cowboy hats atop 
Lemmy s oily leathers 

Most Riffs Plundered From: Kiss (Album Grande 

Rock contains an ode to Paul Stanley) 

Inspirational Lyric: "It's my highway / And I choose 

my lane / And I control the cruise" 

Is Satan Involved? Presumably. They claim 

"The Devil Stole the Beat From the Lord " Also boast 

Gluecrfer-like pun name 

Will Rock You Like a... frenzied credit-card draining 
binge at Ikea 




FREAK SHOW 2000 



Since 1986. Luther "Luke" Campbell has spread the spirit of the booty through his various stints as 
2 Lave Crew frontmart. indie-record-label magnate. First Amendment freedom fighter, author, and 
hip-hop pay-per-view peep-show pioneer. Now. he can add "feature film auteur " to his resume. 

Produced and conceived by Campbell as a stylistic fusion of Freakmk. Porky s. and Elvis beach 
flicks, the direct-to-DVD bonanza Luke's Freak Fest 2000 chronicles three Detroit homies misadven- 
tures as they floss their way through a Luke-hosted party in Miami on a stolen credit-card number. 
There are so many subplots along the way. the movie makes Three 's Company look like The Thud Man. 

From the first butt jiggle. Freak Fest provides enough laughs between eyebknk-bnef rapper 
cameos (RZA. Raekwon. Goodie Mob. the Lost Boyz) to qualify as quality ghetto entertainment True- 
life Chi-town bailer Bishop Don Juan even satirizes himself playing a befuddled victim of our young 
hero's credit-card scam. The remaining screen time delivers more ass than a donkey farm. "1 was 
thinking about doing a movie based on my life." Campbell savs. "but it'd be ten hours long. So I just 
showed a side of myself that everybody wants to see: how Luke throws a party' chairman mao 



Hangin' with Mr. Campbell: Luke and friends on set. 



48 SPIN 



Ci 



NOISE 



MR. ALEXAKIS GOES 
TO WASHINGTON 

EVERCLEAR'S FRONTMAN ASKS CONGRESS TO TIGHTEN THE LEASH ON DEADBEAT PARENTS 




Sweat beads are popping out on the 
15-year-old's forehead, and she looks like 
she's going to faint. But she manages to 
blurt out her love: "I know this is really rude 
and that I sound incredibly shallow, but 
I am, like, the world's biggest Everclear 
fan and, like, Sparkle and Fade is like one 
of my top-ten all-time favorite albums, and 
can I have your autograph?" As she gulps 
for air, Everclear frontman Art Alexakis 
smiles warmly and signs the CD cover 
she thrusts in his hand. 

Of course girls frequently fling them- 
selves at Alexakis, "but I never expected it 
to happen here," he says. That's because 
"here" is a solemn Capitol Hill congres- 
sional chamber with portraits of 19th- 
century statesmen glaring from the marble 
walls and political powerbrokers clustered in the 
hallways. Alexakis has interrupted final production 
on Everclear's upcoming Songs From an American 
Movie, Volume I/Learning How to Smile to schlep to 
Washington, D.C., to testify before Congress on 
behalf of his dearest cause: getting deadbeat par- 
ents to pay child support. Following Everclear's 
1998 hit "Father of Mine" (which relays how Alex- 
akis' dad abandoned him and his siblings), the 
singer has become popular with children's-rights 
activists like ACES, the advocacy group that asked 
him to speak today in favor of a bill that would allow 
the IRS to deduct child-support payments straight 




"Thank you, and I hope you'll remember me this November.": 
Alexakis greets tomorrow's voters. 



from the nonpaying parent's payroll check. "This is 
not a sexy issue," Alexakis says. "This is not Sting 
hanging out in the rain forest with his friends. But 
I know about this, and I care about it." 

At 10:30 a.m., Alexakis cruises into the office 
of his host, Democratic Congresswoman Lynn 
Woolsey of California. He's just off the red-eye from 
Portland but looks snappy in a charcoal pinstripe 
suit and dark tie. He could pass for a million-buck 
lobbyist, except for the tattoos poking out of his 
cuffs and his sponge-cake-yellow hair, a color seen 
in Washington only on Republican matrons. 
Woolsey's staffers snap grip-and-grin photos of the 



Can I get a witness? Alexakis testifying 
on Capitol Hill on March 16. 



rock star and the congresswoman. Woolsey, whose 
own husband abandoned her and their three small 
children, begins to introduce Alexakis around but 
soon finds herself in a mess. In the music world, 
he's "Art from Everclear," but Congress is a formal 
place and first names are taboo. First she welcomes 
"Mr. Alekis." Then, "Mr. Alekakakis." Then "Mr. Ale- 
sakis." Later, it's "Mr. Alexis," "Mr. Alezakis," and 
eventually, plain-old "Al." Mr. Alexakis takes no 
offense at the butchery. "The X in my name really 
freaks people out," he whispers conspiratorially. 

At 1 1, Alexakis and Woolsey head to the hearing 
room. Ultraconservative Republican Henry Hyde, 
who led the impeachment of President Clinton and 
is cosponsoring the bill (HR 1488) with Woolsey, 
lumbers over to introduce himself to progressive 
Democrat Alexakis, who has just been discussing 
the villainy of Republicans. Though Hyde probably 
thinks Everclear is a laxative, he is genial. When a 
reporter asks Alexakis how he feels about support- 
ing his ideological enemy's bill, he says solemnly, 
"I am glad Representative Hyde is on our side for 
this cause." Then he smirks and adds, "Wasn't 
that a good answer? Hey, I could be a politician!" 

The hearing itself (which takes place in front of 
100 or so spectators, a third of them prepubescent 
girls here to see the singer) is typically dreary. Alex- 
akis is stuck on a panel with three child-support pol- 
icy wonks. He discusses how his dad fled to Florida 
to avoid supporting his kids and how this bill would 
save other children from the kind of traumatic 
upbringing he had. Alexakis' presentation is feisty, 
but the two subcommittee members who have both- 
ered to show up pay only halfhearted attention. As 
the other witnesses debate policy minutiae, Alex- 
akis listens attentively, hands clasped delicately in 
front of him, ignored except for a brief question 
addressed to "Mr. Alexas." "Look, the hearing was 
pretty boring," he says later, "but would Spin be 
covering child support if I weren't here?" 

The proceedings break at 12:30, and Alexakis 
is mobbed by a cluster of girls. He escapes to do 
an MTV interview and a photo shoot for George. 
By day's end, he's mulling over his own possible 
political future. "Folks have asked me to run for 
state senate and for the House of Representa- 
tives," he says. "I could see myself maybe doing 
that in ten or 15 years." But what would they call 
him? Senator Alex.. .how do you say that? Perhaps 
just Senator Art. david plotz 
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ASK THE EXPERTS 



» DO THE BLOODHOUND GANG REALLY BELONG ON THE DISCOVERY CHANNEL? 



In the video for their hit single "The Bad Touch," 
novelty-rap doofuses the Bloodhound Gang don 
monkey suits, run amok in Paris, and extend a 
randy invitation to "do it like they do on the Dis- 
covery Channel." It's a charming offer, but do the 
Bloodhound Gang really succeed in making 
monkeys of themselves? To find out, we con- 
sulted Dr. Katharine Milton, a primatologist at 
the University of California at Berkeley, and 
asked her to screen the video. In the interest of 
fairness, the band's vocalist, Jimmy Pop, was 
given equal rebuttal time, tim kenneally 




Ain't nothin' but mammals: Evil Jared Hasselhoff, Q-Ball, Jimmy Pop, and Lupus Thunder. 



BEHAVIORAL CHARACTERISTICS 



J When not 

staring deadpan into the camera, the 
bandmembers wag their tongues suggestively 
and shake their heads from side to side. 
DR. MILTON SAYS: They're sending mixed 
signals. "In the monkey world, staring is a 
definite and scary threat. And the monkeys 
I study don't shake their heads; they just wiggle 
their tongues up and down, which clearly 
means, 'Come and get it.' It's an absolutely frank 
invitation to copulate." 

JIMMY POP REPLIES: Threats, seduction-is 
there a difference? "Much like in real life, I was 
doing both: 'You better fuck me or else." 



BODY LANGUAGE 



I Mostly consists of lascivious 
pelvic thrusts, with an elaborate, synchronized 
dance finale. 

DR. MILTON: Being rhythmically disinclined, 
monkeys are not prone to staging choreographed 
dance routines. "In the wild, male chimpanzees 
will drum on the buttresses of trees, but they're 
just trying to make a ruckus." The thrusting hips 
are indeed faithful to simian behavior, "but 
copulatory thrusts are just part of the male 
repertoire, whether it's a monkey or a man." 
JIMMY POP: "Christopher Reeve could have 
done those dance moves. They're basic things 
the Teletubbies teach three-year-olds." Still, 
he admits that "it actually took us six days to 
learn them." 



FEEDING TIME 



(Picking caterpillars from a 
bandmate's scalp, bassist Evil Jared Hasselhoff 
ingests the larvae, but only after rolling them 
around on his tongue, spitting them in the air, 
and catching them in his mouth. 
DR. MILTON: "Many kinds of monkeys eat insects, 
and certainly nontoxic caterpillars. If monkeys 
were hungry, though, they wouldn't play with their 
food— they'd just eat it They're very businesslike." 
JIMMY POP: "When the band first started, nobody 
wanted to see us, so Jared would eat animals. 
We'd say, 'Hey, our bassist is going to eat a mouse!' 
That got people's attention. So a caterpillar was 
no big deal; I've seen him take a finch." 

[322S223II[SjIII32 Cas,in 9 a r °v e net 

over a midget mime, the band cages him and 
forces him to dance. In the final scene, the mime 
flees, colliding with the hood of a Le Car. 
DR. MILTON: Anti-midget/mime bias is nonexistent 
in the monkey kingdom. "They wouldn't know the 
difference between a small mime or a giant 
mime," the doctor says. Moreover, she notes, 
"no monkey, in my opinion, could be taught to 
drive a car." 

JIMMY POP: "We wanted to stereotype French 
people," he recalls, 'so we wanted French 
whores, French chefs, Frenchmen— which are gay 
men, same thing— and a mime. And we just have 
a love of midgets. A midget running in slow 
motion is, I think, the pinnacle." 



WHEN ANIMALS ATTACK 



(Accosting two stereo- 
typical^ "gay" French sailors at a cafe, the band 
bashes them over the head with baguettes, 
knocking them unconscious. (This scene was 
edited from the MTV version after protests from 
the Gay and Lesbian Alliance Against Defamation.) 
DR. MILTON: "There's one incident of a Dutch 
primatologist who put a stuffed leopard in the 
path of a group of chimpanzees, and they 
apparently did strike at it with sticks. But monkeys 
do not hit each other with weapons." Particularly 
not baked goods. "Baguettes are definitely out." 
JIMMY POP: "I would give any gay man two 
tickets to the Andrew Lloyd Webber musical 
of his choice if he could describe exactly who's 
going to become violent based on that scene." 

3 Against the romantic backdrop 
of the Eiffel Tower, Jimmy Pop humps prone, booty- 
wiggling turntablist Q-Ball doggy-style. 
DR. MILTON: Actually, quite an accurate portrayal 
of monkey love: "All monkeys copulate with the 
male behind the female." But Is there much guy- 
guy action in the jungle? "There is certainly a lot 
of sexual behavior between male monkeys. The 
dominant male will seize the subordinate male 
and make pelvic thrusts at him. It's a way of saying, 
'You have lower status.' " 
JIMMY POP: "I don't know If I was planning, 
'Ooh, let me toss your salad, that'll look good on 
camera,' or if I was like, 'Time for you to take it!'" 



MATING HABITS 



» REMEMBRANCE 



IAN DURY, 1942-2000 

"Gray is such a pity," the Blockheads' Ian Dury sang on 
1977's "Sex & Drugs 4 Rock & Roll," and the British punk 
and Stiff Records signee, who died in March, always 
exuded colorfulness. When I met him last spring, he'd lived 
for four years with terminal colon cancer. Salty as a pretzel, 
he didn't behave in ways we expect of the dying— he still 
held grudges, still quarreled, still boasted. Knowing he was 
going to die confirmed how vigorously he wanted to live. 



Because of childhood polio, Dury needed calipers to 
walk, but he talked like a Cockney gangster, filling his 
songs with what he called "the patois of the underworld." 
Subjects he endorsed in his music: sex, nudie mags, good 
music, good painters. He even celebrated his infirmity: 
"I'm spasticus!" he announced in one song. If you don't 
own his greatest-hits album, your record collection is 
incomplete. And your spirit is, too. rob tannenbaum 
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Cockney rebel: Ian Dury in London, 1979. 
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RHYMIN' AND STEALIN' 

BLACK ROB ON PUFFY, "SHOPPING," AND HOW TO SURVIVE IN JAIL 



It ain't hard to tell that Robert "Black Rob" Ross 
knows his streets. A product of New York City's 
Spanish Harlem, the 28-year-old rapper grew up 
with an alcoholic mother and absentee father. He 
has spent nearly half his life inside the kind of bars 
that serve no booze. (At 12, Ross began a three- 
year stint at a detention home because he'd 
"robbed someone and ran off.") But all that pain and 
confusion is behind him. Ross now has a new fam- 
ily (Sean "Puffy" Combs' dysfunctional-as-of-late 
Bad Boy Records), has allegedly penned rhymes 
for a slew of champion MCs, enjoys bales of legit 
cash, and has the most booty-licious, thug-arousing 
single in the country, "Woah." After five years of 
keeping Bad Boy's B-boy bench warm (his chart- 
topping full-length was originally slated to drop 
more than a year ago), the feisty storyteller many 
consider to be the second coming of the late Noto- 
rious B.I.G. is also killing 'em with his debut, Life 
Story. Sipping Hennessy in a Midtown Manhattan 
theme restaurant, Black Rob spoke frankly about 
the racket that fed his body and soul long before the 
rap game drafted his wild ass. sacha jenkins 




Spin: What's it like writing rhymes for Puff? 
Black Rob: I don't write rhymes for Puff. 
Well, you're writing rhymes for other people, 
right? 

Nah. My career is at a high right now. Everything 
Black Rob do from now on he needs. I'm trying to 
come out with a new album in September— to double 
up on these dudes. Get this Grammy. The next album 
is called Permanent Scars: The Diary of Cynthia 's 
Son. It's gonna be about stuff you'd expect to hear 
from me— as far as robbery and things I used to do. 
Is that how you've held yourself down the 
past five years? 

Yeah. I did a couple of robberies. Stayed on top of 
my game. 

How does one stay on top of the robbery 
game? 

Be real slick. See, daytime is the best time to bur- 
glarize, because it ain't a cat burglary. If you get 
caught in the daytime, you get less time than a 
nighttime nigga, because at night, people be 
home and shit. 

Ever dress up like an elevator repairman or 
anything like that? 

Yeah. Get a bullshit manila envelope and pose like 
a messenger. You never know you're a burglar until 
you burglarize. There's just this rush. 
Is burglary mostly about the rush? 
Money is the prime objective, but it's crazy how 
I could just be up in your shit makin' breakfast! 
What's the best meal you've made while rob- 
bing a joint? 

Steak and eggs. I was hungry, dog. 

I'll bet you've found loot stashed away in 

some weird places. 

The craziest place I found money was in the pockets 
of a suit. I liked it, so I grabbed the suit out the closet. 
When I patted the pockets, I found $9,800-and 
$300,000 in Italian money— in the nigga's pocket. 
Do you still get the urge to go 'Shopping"? 
Nah, I'm getting too much paper. I'm like Ringling 
Bros, right now: the Greatest Show on Earth. 
Do you have any advice for a white person 
who's gotta face some jail time? 
Don't let nobody punk you. The first time a nigga 
tells you to shut the fuck up, and you don't say 'You 
shut the fuck up' back, you're over. But if you're 
the type of cat who just sits on your porch all day 
and talks shit— and you weigh a buck-oh-five— you 
might not survive. 

What if a rapper comes around tomorrow and 
calls himself White Rob or Yellow Rob? 
Would the beef cook? 

I'd be like, "Let's make a joint together, dog. Let's 
capitalize on this." 




Rap burglar: Black Rob. 



Bush: rockin' the Grand Old Party. 



FEAR,LOATHING, 
"LA BAMBA" 

YOUR CAMPAIGN-SONG 
APTITUDE TEST 

Hey, kids I Half of the songs listed below aie 
approved by the George W. Bush presiden- 
tial campaign to be played at the Re- 
publican candidate's public appearances. 
The other half are fakes. Can you guess 
which ones are real? (answers below) 

"I Did My Part" Randy Travis 

"Write This Down" George Strait 

"Feelin* Groovy" Simon and Garfunkel 

"Signed, Sealed, Delivered" Stevie Wonder 

"R.O.C.K. in the USA" John Cougar Mellencamp 

"Kill the Poor" Dead Kennedys 

"Sexy Mexican Maid" Red Hot Chili Peppers 

"Tequila" The Champs 

"Respect" Aretha Franklin 

"Knock on Wood" Eddie Floyd 

"My Dad Sucks" Descendents 

"White Lines" Grandmaster Flash 

"La Bamba" Los Lobos 

"Get On Your Feet" Gloria Estefan 

"Centerfield" John Fogerty 

"Livin' La Vida Loca" Ricky Martin 

"Standing Outside the Fire" Garth Brooks 

"Charlie Brown" Coasters 

"When Will I Be Loved?" Everly Brothers 

"Parents Just Don't Understand" DJ Jazzy Jeff 

and the Fresh Prince 

"Stay (Just a Little Bit Longer)" Frankie Valli 
"N.W.O." Ministry 

"Hard Workin' Man" Brooks & Dunn 

"Tush" ZZ Top 

"Pipeline" Ventures 

"Simply the Best" Tina Turner 

"Captain Jack" Billy Joel 

"Dixie" (Traditional) 

"Takin' Care of Business" BTO 

"Bright Side of the Road" Van Morrison 

"Celebration" Kool and the Gang 

"Father of Mine" Everclear 
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ON THE DOWNLOAD 



» PAYOLA? NO, BUT ON THE WEB, THE SONG REMAINS THE SAME 




f ~N WFBQ, an Indianapolis rock station, 
L » J recently announced a special offer. Ver- 
» • sions of Led Zeppelin chestnuts recorded 
by the Black Crowes with Jimmy Page were for sale 
exclusively on the Web. All listeners had to do was 
head over to WFBQ's website, click on the link to 
Internet music company Musicmaker.com (which 
exclusively licensed the tracks), and place their order. 
The station was happy to oblige— for every sale, 
WFBQ gets a share of Musicmaker.com's profits. 

In the you-click-my-link-l'll-click-yours world of 
Internet marketing, there's nothing odd about this 
sort of cross-promotion; Amazon.com pioneered 
a similar practice. But in the context of radio, 
there's something unsettlingly familiar about it. 
recalling the days of payola, when DJs received 
secret cash-only kickbacks from labels for playing 
certain songs. After all, every time a radio station 



convinces a listener to buy a new Crowes/Page 
track, that station becomes a little richer, courtesy 
of Musicmaker.com. The normal equation may be 
switched— the station doesn't get the money until 
after the airplay-but isn't this still cyberpayola? 

"No! No! No!" says Larry Lieberman, president of 
Musicmaker.com's global marketing group. "[Crit- 
ics of the program] are searching for more here 
than there actually is. I don't think any radio station 
can afford to base programming decisions on 
anything other than audience response." Adds 
WFBQ's program director, Marty Bender, "Payola is 
when they give you money to play a record. We play 
the record but don't get any money for playing it." 

True enough. But let's be very clear about what's 
happening here. Participating stations don't 
directly receive money for spinning the Black 
Crowes tracks— which would constitute payola— 



"Oy, mates, the leveraging synergies will double 
our clickthrough!" Jimmy Page, center, with the 
Black Crowes' Rich and Chris Robinson. 

but they do have a financial incentive for doing 
so. The more they play them, the more they 
encourage people to buy them, which allows 
Musicmaker.com to "reward" the stations. Not 
surprisingly, by mid-March the Black Crowes' ver- 
sion of "What Is and What Should Never Be" was 
the most added song for several rock-radio formats. 

In simpler times, the scourge of payola threat- 
ened to ruin the industry. Legendary Cleveland DJ 
Alan Freed, the man who popularized the term 
"rock'n'roll," was charged with 29 counts of com- 
mercial bribery in 1962 for engaging in payola, and 
died three years later, drunk and penniless. Today, 
the offspring of payola is a legal practice known 
as pay-for-play, in which record companies pay 
radio stations to play a song preceded by a 
message identifying the airplay as a commercial 
purchase. Because the transaction is publicly 
known, it's not payola. Pay-for-play literally jump- 
started Limp Bizkit's career two years ago, when 
Interscope Records made a widely publicized and 
criticized pay-for-play deal with a Portland, Oregon, 
radio station that gave the band its first significant 
airplay. Musicmaker.com's deal is basically an 
elaborate version of pay-for-play, but no station 
involved with the Black Crowes promotion likes to 
use the term. Admittedly, there's apparently not 
much pay for the play: Bender insists WFBQ has 
only pocketed "like, $10" from the deal. 

"All [Musicmaker.com] is saying is, 'This is 
rock'n'roll, and we'll help pay you," says Doug 
Podell, programming director for Detroit rock 
station WRIF. "That's how the Internet should 
be used." Poor Alan Freed couldn't have said it 
any better, steve knopper 



I PUT A KID IN YOU! 

DID SCREAMIN' JAY HAWKINS WORK SOME VOODOO ON YOUR MOM? 



By his own admission. Scieamin' Jay Hawkins, who died in 
February at the age of 70. was too shnockered during the 
recording of his 1956 smash "I Put a Spell on You" to even 
remember the session. So it's easy to believe that Hawkins, 
who also boasted of bedding up to 14 women a night and 
was known for leaping from coffins and singing with a skull 
named Henry, could have "misplaced" the 57 children he 
claimed to have fathered before he died. In March. 
JaysKids.com was launched by his friend Maral Nigolian 
with the intention of locating these phantom heirs. Nigolian 
says she's received more than 100 queries from as close as 
Hawkins' hometown of Cleveland and as far afield as Latvia, 
and that at least seven seem like possible positive matches. 
Still, it's not exactly clear why the search is being con- 



ducted (not to mention publicized, by a flack who once 
worked the press for wildman Andy Dick, still alive at press 
time). Because Hawkins sold the rights to "Spell" and never 
had another comparable hit— " Constipation Blues. " arguably 
his second-best-known single, failed to chart — there may 
not be any significant amount of money at stake. (Hawkins' 
estate's lawyer, Gary Spritz. has said as much publicly.) Nigo- 
lian says she simply wants the children to get acquainted 
and have a sense of closure. Meanwhile, the writings of the 
singer's possible spawn on JaysKids.com make for some 
interesting reading. Says "E.H." of Queens, explaining why 
she's one of the lucky 57. "I look just like him, I scream when 
I have orgasms, and who knows who my mother hooked up 
with in her wild youth?" See you in court Andrew beaujon 
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Hawkins circa 1985: possibly fathering a child. 
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CAR TUNES FOR NEW GROWNUPS 

ADVERTISERS TAP THE MUSIC OF A FORMERLY JILTED GENERATION 



It is a universally acknowledged truth mat the oest 
music you'll ever hear is whatever you played in your 
first car. If you were born around the time of Wood- 
stock, the sound of the Smiths coming out of the 
tape deck of a green Camaro could forever be the 
soundtrack to the Happiest Time of Your Life. Those 
Smiths fans, arbiters of cool in their youth, are now 
in their late 20s and early 30s. right about the age 
when people make their first "serious" car purchase. 
Which is why. in recent commercials, the Smiths are 
selling you Nissans, the Buzzcocks are pushing 
Toyotas, and the Minutemen are hawking Volvos. 
Congratulations, punk-rock fans and former slack- 
ers—you're now the auto industry s target market' 

Of course, it's no innovation to use music that 
suggests independence and anticonsumerism to 
encourage people to be like everyone else and buy 
stuff. Nor is it odd for advertisers to prey on con- 
sumers nostalgia. The uproar among baby 
boomers in 1987 when Nike scored a commercial 
with the Beatles' "Revolution" now seems almost 
quaint. The closest '90s equivalent was the snicker- 
ing among twentysomethmgs that greeted Subaru s 
baffling 1993 "like punk, only it s a car" ao. whicn 
featured actor Jeremy Davies explaining why the 
Subaru Impressa was just like punk rock, except 
that it was.. .well, you get the idea. Eventually some 
of these snickerers grew up and got jobs in adver- 
tising. "Basically, you now have a lot of people in 
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tneir 20s and 30s making commercials." says car- 
ad veteran Michael Folmo. 35. of the advertising 
agency Fallon McElligott. "They want to use music 
they're familiar with, that they enjoy. You re pretty 
much just writing stuff for you and your friends 

Obviously, a lot of money is riding on these musi- 
cal choices, but many young creative advertising 
types speak of their work as though they were still 
doing the late shift at their college radio station 
"I kind of get off on infecting the world with my 
musical tastes." says Lance Jensen, the 36-year- 
old head of the Boston-based Modernista agency. 
"It's kino df like being a national disc |0ckey " 
Described admiringly by Elizabeth Vanzura. Volks- 
wagen of America s marketing director, as "the kino 
of guy who lays on the floor and listens to thousands 
of CDs." Jensen came up with the idea to use proto- 
indie icon Nick Drake s "Pink Moon" in a recent 
Volkswagen ad. In the spot, four teens in a Cabno 
blow off a raging party for a quiet drive on an Indian 
summer night. 

Nearly every ad agency stocks its creative 
departments with people like Jensen, wnose 
knowledge of music makes them an invaluable 
source for selling products to their peers. "I love 
the Smiths, and we'd never heard that kind of gui- 
tar in a mass-market commercial." says Rob 
Schwartz of TBWA/Chiat/Day. which created the 
Nissan ad featuring the tremolo-tinged mtro from 



It's the only way to live: According to a 
recent commercial, the Hyundai Accent 
is just tike punk, except it's a car 

the Smiths "How Soon Is Now'" "We thought it was 
sort of revolutionary." Schwartz insists the cnoice 
of music wasn t an attempt to nail a particular audi- 
ence. He and his crew considered using a song 
by '60s icons the Yardbirds. but it wasn t duite 
right. "We were looking for the kino ot music you 
crank up when you drive." he says "When our 
account guys looked at the [finished commercial] 
they said. Wow. you re actually doing some tar- 
geting with the creative "—in plain English, using 
the music to sell to aging Gen X-ers— "ana we 
were like. Well. okay. I guess '" 

Schwartz and his ilk are understandably reluc- 
tant to admit they exploit the nostalgic impulse 
although this is precisely what makes these ads 
distinctive. Throughout the '90s. several com- 
mercials featured the music of unoergrounc 
bands— Velocity Girl for Volkswagen. Tortoise tor 
Calvin Klein. Looper for ESPN — out the music 
was used chiefly to establish a mooc. since tne 
songs were unrecognizable to all but an elite group 
of viewers. Nick Drake, the Minutemen. and. to r 
tnat matter, the Smiths aren t mass-market bancs 
either: many Gen X-ers were too young to know 
about punk rock when the Buzzcocks were busy 
creating it. But these artists all went on tc 
become alt-rock godfathers. Their songs are a 
perfect vehicle tor advertisers to help potential car 
buyers reconcile adult prosperity with youthfu 
rebellion, even if the impulse is only instinctive 

"Everyone wants to grow or seed the con- 
sumer.' says Saatchi & Saatcni s Damon Web- 
ster, who put the Buzzcocks punk rant "What Dc 
I Get?" in a Toyota spot. "But it s nard to say we 
picked tnat particular song because it had these 
particular elements and this particular sound 
Nah. it's all gut. Period ' devin Gordon 



HISTORY LESSON, PT. 3 

II the van accident tnat killed Minutemen singe: 
guitarist D. Boon lb yeais ago cioseu one cnapte: 
of American postpunk. Volvo s use of tne banc s 
Love Dance is a truly bizarre epilogue "Fuck 
advertising' Boon once sang, ou: survivmc 
bassist Mike Watt saw an opportunity to aid 
Boon s father who suffers from empnysems 
Because Boon wrote tne song, neariv ail profits— 
aoout S20.000 — will go to nis estate ' It s a wav to: 
mm to help out his father witnout actually oeinc 
here. Watt says. (Besides tne oovious ironv o: ;•. 
oano that lost its leader to a car crash using its 
music to sell cars, it's worth noting that "Love 
Dance was written in the offices of the fiercelv 
anticorporate label Dischord Records. I Watt n 
nappy to explain the circumstances to skeptica. 
fans For me there s no greater honor than fo: 
people to question why I did tins, ne says " It s 
lute they re trying to protect D. Boon, greg milner 
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LULLABY 
BAXTER TRIO 

Whirling out the door of her New York City hotel. 
Lullaby Baxter pulls down her leopard-print cloche 
and scans the skyscrapers with wide eyes. For this 
Scarborough. Ontario, native, it's truly a Mary Tyler 
Moore moment "That was a great hotel!" she 
says "Though they were a little weird because 
I didn t have a credit card for coincidentals." Coin- 
cidentals? "Yeah, as in. Oops! 1 coincidentaiJy 
drank all the Jack Daniels in the mirubar.' " she says. 
"Staying in fancy hotels is all new to me. " 

A few months ago. Baxter (real name: Angelina 
Iapaolo) was just your average exotic dancer, earn- 
ing a paycheck by spinning stark naked around a 
pole for the lonely suits at Toronto's Chateau du 
Sex Now this 29-year-old singer with a B.A. in 
women's studies has just released her first album. 
Capable Egg — a collection of spare, whimsical 
cockta:. confections that teeter between insinuat- 
ing nursery rhymes and maudlin nostalgia for a 
time when people were shot out of cannons and 
animated furniture danced around the living room. 

Jusi three short years after stroking her first gui- 
tar. Baxter s goofy-sweet ditties (written with 
boyfriend lyricist Lutwidge Sedgwick) and buttery 
smootn voice caught the attention of jazz producer 
Yves Beauvais (Cyrus Chestnut. Madeline Pey- 
roux). who paired the loudmouthed, confident 
singer with lounge-pop dismantlers Oranj Sym- 
phonette (the virtuosos behind Tom Waits' Night 
on Earth) and herded them into the studio. Quite 
suddenly, her dancing days were through 

But even without pasties to conceal her secrets. 
Baxter chattily shares her most embarrassing 
moments — like the time she neglected to tuck 
in that tampon string at Chateau. Or the day 
she realized she barely knew three chords. "I play 
two notes in every song, in one fret.' she laughs 
"I don't wank. I'm really about what needs 
to be done " heidi sherman 
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Shifting Skin (Epic) When LA. 
art-garage band Failure imploded 
after nearly seven years, frontman 
Ken Andrews immediately began 
recording these breakup songs, 
which detail his personal and 
professional, well, failures. But 
while Andrews is definitely bitter, he 
knows navel-gazing mopiness gets 
boring after too long. Instead he 
winks at his own angst by filling 
his songs with big pop choruses 
and lush string arrangements. 
The result is the perfect soundtrack 
for a particularly tense episode 
of Felicity, ben kaplan 

TAHITI 80 Puzzle (Minty Fresh) 
Fey. French, and therefore frisky, 
Tahiti 80 are Kinks worshipers 
who root their velvety pop in a 
'60s-sounding baroque dream- 
land. You can almost visualize 
them tapping their pointy boot- 
clad feet during "Mr Davies," their 
acoustic homage to Ray. Sample 
lyric: "He gave up pop music / 
To play squash with Ringo Starr / 
But that does not matter / When 
you listen to his selected disc- 
ography." (It's funny if you're 
French.) But with Cardigans 
and St. Etienne producer Tore 
Johansson on board, Tahiti 80 s 
nostalgic tweeness sounds per- 
fectly modern, erik himmelsbach 

Kids in Philly (Artemis) 
Philly roots rockers Marah play 
music so melancholy, they make 
Nick Cave sound jolly by compari- 
son. The songs are teary and 
boozy, the voice of preternaturally 
old souls a long way from the 
heartland and stranded in the big 
city. Like Wilco (whom they'll soon 
get sick of being compared to), 
Marah have a universal pathos— 
from the prairie to the subdivision 
to the trailer park. They're an 
American band: They're comin' 
to your town, they'll bring your party 

down. GREG MILNER 




GREEN VELVET 



Techno superhero: Green Velvet's 
secret identity is Curtis Jones. 



Green Velvet just might be electronic music's first comic -book superhero. The court jester of dark 
techno, he uses his extraordinary powers to make bodies jack and moneymakers shake, while 
sporting physique-flaunting chestless shirts, swlrrimlng goggles, and Mountain Dew-colored 
plastic antennae sprouting from his head. "It comes from my idols: Grace Jones, Sly Stone, and 
David Bowie, " says Jones of his sartorial panache. "I like displaying my bit of weirdness." 

Back before all the costume drama, Velvet's after ego was erstwhile grad student Curtis A. 
Jones — a mild-mannered aspiring chemical engineer who was halfway through a master's 
program at Cal-Berkeley when he realized a life of Bunsen burners wasn't his BPM. Swapping the 
periodic table for a pair of turntables, Jones returned to his hometown of Chicago in 1991 and 
founded the influential house labels Cajual and Relief, where he released a series of uplifting 
anthems under the name Cajmere before gamma rays transformed him into Green Velvet. 

Keeping up with Jones' prolific output is now a cinch, thanks to his U.S. debut, Green 
Velvet— a compilation of the singles that earned him a reputation as the funniest man-machine 
m techno. While the album includes such deadpan narratives as Jones describing his abduction 
by aliens and extolling the virtues of being reincarnated as a water molecule, he's most famous 
for the arch commentary of 1995's "Flash." Atop jackhammer beats and pulsating tech-house 
grooves, Jones narrates a guided tour of "Club Bad," pointing out to parents the underaged 
ravers sucking on mtrous balloons and puffing on joints before instructing his entourage to cap- 
ture the Kodak moment. "It's about the way I was seeing what goes on in the scene, " says Jones 
of the song. "Some things are shocking to me, and I've been partying for years." mike rubin 
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D'ANGELO MARCH 16, 2000 

RADIO CITY MUSIC HALL 
NEW YORK CITY 



Live performance is where music becomes cere- 
mony, a ritual redefining the performer for his or 
her audience. Like videos, concerts turn a per- 
former into a shaman, a messenger, a symbolic 
projection of human potential that fans embrace or 
internalize. What, then, to make of a D'Angelo 
show? We all know that lots of women and gay 
men are D'Angelo fans, but D'Angelo is a male 
R&B star that even straight black men can admit 
to lovmg. At this show, men ignored their dates 
and punched the air for D, just like they would for 
their favorite sports star. D'Angelo plays pretty 
piano and sings love songs, but men treat him as 
though he were rapping like Tupac or Biggie. He 
looks, sounds, and moves like a working-class ruff- 
neck from around the way. and he's so comfortable 
with his persona that men don't begrudge his 
massive sex-symbol status. 

His 13 -piece band, which included the Roots' 
?uestlove on drums, was a tight jazz-fusion 
ensemble that drew expertly from the JB's, the 
Family Stone, and Return to Forever. Relentless 
rhythms linked the classically funky groove of 




"Chicken Grease" to the acid-rocky "Shit, Damn. 
Motherfucker." D knew how to please the scream- 
ing throngs, dancing across the stage with the 
athletic grace of — no joke — a Zulu warrior. The 
crowd really exploded toward the end when he 
brought out Method Man and Redman during a 
marathon version of "Left & Right," which 



CREED MARCH 25, 2000 



TARGET CENTER 
MINNEAPOLIS 



They were scheduled to go on at 9 p.m., and at 
exactly 9:01, Creed took the stage. They played for 
86 minutes, took a short break, then returned at 
10:29 for a two-song encore. Efficient and profes- 
sional (this band's website would make an Amazon, 
com exec slobber), Creed's punctuality underscored 
their gifted ability to deliver youth-oriented, 
suburban-targeted, hard-rock product. They know 
what you want, and they know how to give it. 

Possibly the biggest American band on the road 
right now, this Tallahassee. Florida, quartet will 
soon have sold 4 million copies of 1999 s Human 
Clay, a number they already achieved with 1998's 
My Own Prison. Creed treat their "Christian rock" 
tag warily, but their actions speak more clearly 
than ambiguous interviews. They've denounced 
abortion ("In America"), sang "we all live under 
the reign of one king" ("What's This Life For"), and 
imagined hell and Judgment Day ("My Own 
Prison"). While the Target Center crowd obviously 
got off on the bombast — Mark Tremonti's guitar 
barrage has the rhythmic inevitability of a turret 
gun— they got plenty of moral angst and uplift 
with their purchase pnce. 

Onstage, Creed combine a tableau of hellfire and 
damnation with the godless language of arena 
rock, which singer Scott Stapp speaks fluently, 
right down to the pinky /index-finger "sign of the 



Scott Stapp: vengeful god. 



beast" gesture. This Pentecostal 
minister's son. squeezed into 
leather pants and a tight T-shirt, 
works the crowd as though his 
band's salvation is determined by 
how many hands he touches. 
When Stapp sings, his baritone 
booms, wails, and quivers — the 
sound of endless pain and right- 
eous indignation. He's a man 
stricken by hypocrisy, materialism, 
degraded sexuality, and affirmative 
action. "My soul sings a different 
song in America," he bellowed, 
and 11,000 pumped-up young 
Americans sang along, decrying moral relativism 
with ironic scorn: "No one's right and no one's 
wrong in America. " A leaping wall of fire origi- 
nated from a long metal culvert, looking suspi- 
ciously like the piss trough m the men's room set 
ablaze — truly an apocalyptic prospect. 

On this night, Creed wed the music of the Kiss 
Army to the political message of Dick Armey. While 
urban America makes a party anthem out of 
"Thong Song," Creed are writing the soundtrack 
for a growing minority looking for its own Moral 
Majority. Skeptics should really start taking this 
band seriously, michael tortorello 



became the night's most symbolic moment. 
D'Angelo and the rappers joined together lyri- 
cally and physically, linking aims and bouncing 
together like homeboys. Then the two guests 
leaped in and out of the audience to freestyle 
over the happiest blend of rap and soul in 
two decades of shotgun weddings between hip- 
hop and R&B. 

When Voodoo was released earlier this year, 
some thought it was too jazzy a departure from 
the streetwise style of 1995 s Brown Sugar to 
duplicate that album's success. This show exem- 
plified why D'Angelo's sophomore slump never 
materialized. For more than two hours D'Angelo 
worked the stage with symbolic costumes and 
sets to dramatize a style of black manhood that is 
cerebral without being "soft." And by perform- 
ing songs that infused hip-hop's aggressive mini- 
malism with Elhngtonian wit and sophistication, 
he turns the current cliches of pop-soul minstrelsy 
(and masculinity) inside out. He's got the nerve, 
the smarts, and the talent to try to recast R&B m 
his own raw image, carol cooper 




Scott Stapp: merciful god. 
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SPIN'S SOUTH BY SOUTHWEST CLOSING PARTY, AUSTIN, TEXAS— MARCH 18. 2000 



Rock'n'roll will never die Spin proved this at the fourth annual 
SXSW closing party. The late-night event took olace from 
1:00 a.m. to 6:00 a.m. at the aeiunct Covert Buick car 
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POLO JEANS COMPANY 

SO YOU THINK YOU KNOW MUSIC? 

Log on to ooloieansco.com to test your music knowledge and ceiehrate Spins 
15th Anniversary with "Spin Flashoacks ' — a multiDle choice music quiz. 
One winner will have the chance to win a weekend u;d tc see any oand or 
musician touring in the continental U.S. Pretty cool. Sit down and log on to 
polojeansco.com. and flashback to the music that you have alwavs loved 

The Polo Jeans Co Men s collection Inoian Summer features raglan tees and 
printed Dandannas m colors that scope the giooe Pair them with new rinse denim 
carpenter pant or the 3/4 ticking stnoe pant The Polo Jeans Co Women s collection 
takes you to a km affair on the Boardwalk. Spend up-coming summer nights in 
:iassic naoras olaios imoorted from India. croDoed leans and knaki pants 
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r TEEN DREAM 
SCREAM QUEEN 

Amid the spunk and gunk of the Scream 
spoof Scary Movie, Anna Faris shines 

"There were so many penis jokes that we had to cut some 
out," says Anna Faris of the very stoopid, very funny Scary 
Movie. "But we're also pretty clever." Directed by Keenen Ivory 
Wayans, Scary Movie is a broad, slapsticky spoof of the 
Scream and / Know What You Did Last Summer movies that 
will do to teensploitation what Wayans' / 'm Gonna Git You 
Sucka did to blaxploitation. "You know how the kids in Scream 
are really cavalier about their friends dying?" she asks. "We 
play off that a lot." Faris stars as Cindy, the slow-witted Neve 
Campbell/Jennifer Love Hewitt heroine who keeps forgetting 
that she accidentally killed someone— via a blowjob gone awry, 
no less. She also figures in what is truly the biggest sperm 
explosion ever depicted in film. "It's really raunchy," she says. 
"Really." The 23-year-old unknown grew up in Seattle, where 
her mom kept her away from TV. Is that why she decided not 
to stammer every line incessantly, the way Campbell and 
Hewitt do? "I didn't want to be that specific," she says. "But 
you know how they're just very, very overly dramatic? Like very 
very dramatic?" Uh, vaguely. "I tried to embrace that. But I'm 
still goofy." marc spitz 




Being a brunette was in 
her contract: Faris, now 
blonde and calmer. 
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FILM NOTES 



ib "We covered the Coliseum the way you 
would the Super Bowl " says John Nelson, who 
worked on the special effects in Ridley Scott's 
Gladiator (think Spartacus meets Braveheart). 
It opens on a Saving Private Ryan-esque bat- 
tle, then drops off till the swordplay moves to 
Rome, where it's all flying 

Lbody parts, impalements, 
tft j and incest. "The Romans 

Ml \ were crazy," says Nelson. 
^ (^^Bb wno handcrafted a knife out 

of a radio antenna to make a 
stab to the jugular look 
superreal. "A lot of the stuff 
they actually did we couldn't 

show," he says. "It would just 

Felicity she's not: „ ... 

bo bad taste. X I m not 

Loser s Suvan. 

like. 'Who's cuter, 'N Sync's 
Joey or JC? " says 46-year-old teen-movie genius 
Amy Heckerling who wrote and directed this 
month's Loser. In it, Jason Biggs and Mena 
Suvari play two college misfits who fall in love. 
It's smart and sweet. So how does the director 
of 1982's Fast Times at Ridgemont High and 
1995 s Clueless keep up with the kids? "I'm 
not making investments and doing my taxes and 
then trying to figure this out," she says. Going 
to see Limp Bizkit with her actors also helped: 
"Fred got my boys in the cast wasted, though." 
X Why is Andy Dick so underrated? Is it the 
rehab? The car crashes in mid-level American 
compacts? His adenoids? He is a comic genius, 
and he is working for your love. X Jon 
Favreau wrote and starred in Swingers, then 
did an arc on Friends while his costar Vince 
Vaughn became a superstar. Now he's writing 
and directing Made; he and Vaughn play two 
yahoos caught up in New York City's proverbial 
criminal underworld. Also, Puffy— who suppos- 
edly got booted off Any Given Sunday for throw- 
ing like a girl— plays a "shot-caller." Ironic, huh? 
"Puffy's been wonderful," Favreau gushes. "He 
is a genius at bringing people together." There's 
a joke here, but it's too easy. Even for us. 
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CRIMES AND 
MIS-DEMEANORS 



01 Prince of wails: Hawke, left, with 
Diane Venora and Kyle MacLachlan. 

02 One-track mind: Affair's Baye. 

03 Live or wax? The Opportunists' Walken. 



HAMLET (Miramax)— To be or not to be a petulant dick: That is 
the question put forth by director Michael Almereyda in the 
latest Shakespearean update aimed at Generation TRL. Ethan 
Hawke stars as a prince more manic-depressive than melancholy, 
a moody Manhattan rich kid who expresses his roiling torment 
through arty "film/video" projects — "film/video" being, appar- 
ently, the thing wherein he'll catch the conscience of his nefarious 
Uncle Claudius (Kyle MacLachlan), the newly anointed president 
of Denmark Corporation. When not posing for his photographer 
girlfriend — Julia Stiles, playing Ophelia as a dim drama queen 
who drowns in a shallow fountain — Hamlet soliloquizes at his 
local Blockbuster. Those who took high school English know what 
happens next — and considerably more than unenlightened 
audience members, who won't be burdened with particulars in 
this highly condensed version. Almereyda (whose gorgeous 1994 
cult hit Nadja was a languid near-comedy about East Village vam- 
pires) isn't out to seduce purists, but he also doesn't do enough 
with his central idea — Hamlet takes Manhattan — for the film to 
succeed on its own, in part because Hawke's Hamlet is so aggressively in need of an 
antidepressant (either that or a beating). Get thee to a pharmacy, indeed, oiane vadino 
AN AFFAIR OF LOVE (Fine Line Features)— The female protagonist of An Affair of 
Love (formerly known as A Pornographic Affair) confesses to an off-screen interviewer 
that "It's sex. Nothing but sex. Only sex." Whether this is good or bad is highly sub- 
jective, but for this movie's purposes, it's just not true. (Hence the title change?) By the 
Belgian director Frederic Fonteyne, who elicits subtly conflicted emoting from stars 
Sergi Lopez and Nathalie Baye. d.v. 

THE OPPORTUNISTS (First Look)— Christopher Walken tones it down, but that's really 
the only remarkable thing about this sloooow heist movie set in suburban New York. 
You know how it goes — ex-con (Walken) reforms himself, gets pulled in one last time, 
then whoops! Executive-produced by Jonathan Demme; costarring Donal Logue 
(who needs to get into that Blade sequel) and Cyndi Lauper (who should avail herself 
of the WWF's resurgence), nisha gopalan 
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Also available at: Macy's* Bloomingdale's • Watch World International and other fine retailers 

For more information, call 1-800-8SWATCH. 
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MONEY 
SHOT 

Hooping it up on an 80 -foot IMAX screen 

in surround sound, Matrix-style— this is the way 

Jordan was meant to be seen 

Perhaps the most perfect marriage yet between subject and the IMAX 
format (normally devoted to marine life and polar caps) comes May 5 with 
Michael Jordan to the Max. Obviously the visuals are dope, but most stag- 
gering is a staged dunk given full-on Matrix treatment (Jordan himself 
requested the F/X guys from his favorite movie). Filming began three months 
before he retired in June '98, and the film captures his final, championship- 
winning Game 6 shot from many, many angles, thanks to 70-pound cameras 
stationed courtside. The game footage brings you closer to the action than 
Spike's seats at the Garden; the bounce of the ball sounds like God dropping 
a bomb. Yet for all the action, the movie becomes comedy when His Airness 
offers any non-hoops-related commentary and testifies about doing it for the 
kids. (Really, who isn't?) Blame M.J.'s insight-free audio nuggets (winner: 
"Where did it come from? That's like asking an artist where his inspiration 
comes from") on the first-time filmmakers, Chicago-bred and Ivy- 
educated brothers Don and Steve Kempf. "He's been called the greatest 
athlete of the century," says Steve, "but to us, he's the greatest athlete of all 
time." It shows. Gambling? Groupies? Nope, just M.J.'s Mr. Perfect blend of 
arrogant humility. "Someday," he intones, "there will be a player much greater 
than me." Maybe so, Mike, but never a greater product, ryan jones 




Airborne, and how he got that way: 
This "bullet-time" dunk was (limed using 
a custom-built rig against a blue screen 
(the court was added in later). Ninety 
cameras were used for this shot, with 
the highest mounted at 14 feet and 
the lowest at two feet. Then they were 
tired off in sequence. It took the 
filmmakers four days to arrange the 
cameras; Jordan gave them only four 
takes to get it right. The filmmakers say 
It was a high-stress Job. No doubt. 
Postproduction on this shot alone took 
almost three months. 
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WAX ON, WAX OFF 

"Everybody told me, 'Go into CDs— cutting's bullshit,'" says 27-year-old Swiss 
DJ/part-time renegade Flo, who first won notoriety five years ago when he broke 
ranks and posted long-held secrets of the cutting trade on the Web. But he decided 
that furthering vinyl democracy beat the long dollars and this month moves it along 
with the release of the Dubcutter, which allows DJs and music makers to cut single 
copies of vinyl records in their studios. (Until now, cutting vinyl required rare, 
superexpensive equipment and a skilled engineer.) The DJ turntable of choice (the 
Technics 1200) serves as the base, and the cutting heads are the same as those 
on professional machines; you simply hook the Dubcutter up to your audio source, 
plug it in, and watch as it transforms your CD, tape— even MP3 file— into wax, baby! 
(Vestax also plans to release a home record cutter this summer, but it will retail for 
about $10,000— five times the price of Flo's.) Since announcing the Dubcutter's 
imminent release, the vinyl obsessive has been inundated with requests from 
DJs around the globe. "You don't have to wait several months for a record to be 
pressed, and you don't have to pay an excruciating amount for a couple of sounds," 
says Invisibl Scratch Piklz's Q-Bert. "And if I wanted to scratch this conversation, 
I could just record it and do it already." Yes-yes-yes— he could, david j. prince 



Sit n' spin: Now 
you can cut your own 
vinyl, in style, on 
your bedroom floor. 
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ARTIST TITLE 


MONTHS 
ON CHART 


i 




SEAN LANDERS GODDAMMIT MAN 
YOU WILL BE MISSED FOR REAL 
NOT JOKING A MOMENT OF SILENCE 
PLEASE 


1 










3 




[START TALKING] 


1 


4 


3 


MAKING YOUR COMEBACK FROM 
A MISHAP INVOLVING SARAN WRAP 
AND A BRISK RUN ON AN EMPTY 
STOMACH UNPRECEDENTED 


4 


5 


16 


BEDHEAD LOVED MACHA SOUTHERN 
BOYS MAKE QUIET, PRETTY MUSIC. 
CHER COVER CREEPY, IN A GOOD WAY >■ 


5 


6 


6 


THE PERFECT STORM TRAILER that 

WAVE WILL MAKE YOU CRY FOR MOMMY 


5 




15 

_ 


BLUE TOILET WATER AN UNENDING 
SOURCE OF JOY IN YOUR OWN HOME, 
LIKE HAVING A GOOD CAN OPENER 


28 




12 


HUGE! LOVING ZINE FOR THE RAVER 
WITH TIPS ("SMILE'") FOR THE BEGINNER. 
GOLD STAR FOR MAKING IT POCKET-SIZE 


3 


9 




SEMEN BACK! AND ALWAYS. ALWAYS 
FUNNY 


1 


10 


13 


SON OF THE BEACH FORCIBLY 
DEMAND FX FROM YOUR CABLE 
PROVIDER NOW 


4 


11 


10 


PUFFY APTLY NAMED. MASTERFULLY 
MARKETED JAPANESE GIRL GROUP. 
TIP: AVOID SHYNE 


2 


12 


20 


TRAMPOLINES GOOD. WHOLESOME 
FUN. BEST ON ROOFTOPS ♦ 


18 


13 


17 


MICHAEL PALM'S HEMINGWAY 
ADVENTURE THE BEST THING ON 
PBS SINCE ANTIQUES ROADSHOW 


2 


14 


19 


WWWJMBOT.COM WILL MAKE YOU 
FITTER. HAPPIER, MORE PRODUCTIVE 


7 


15 


4 


THINKING THE X-MEN MOVIE 
WILL BE CRAP CYNICISM IS SO '94 


36 


16 


5 


THINKING THE X-MEN MOVIE WILL 
BE AWE-INDUCING IF YOU HAVE 
THIS THOUGHT WHILE HIGH, AND 
SIMULTANEOUSLY PLAN TO GO HIGH, 
YOU'RE PROBABLY RIGHT 


36 


17 


2 


ROCK CRITICS GIVING RESPECT 
TO THE SOPHOMORE BOY-BAND 

EFFORT CLEARLY WHAT IS SCREWING 
WITH THE DOW 


10 


18 


11 


CAPRI PANTS FOR MEN GO SEE 

X-MEN IN THESE AND PRETEND YOU 
TOO ARE A SUPERHERO 


2 


19 


18 


SPIN NOT GETTING BOUGHT BY 
A GIANT MULTINATIONAL 
CORPORATION cause of multiple 

IN-HOUSE STAFF BRAWLS OVER DEAD 
WEIGHT, STREET CRED, NAVEL-GAZING 


3 


20 




KNOWING HOW TO SAY "GOODBYE" 
IN DOT-COM BEGINS WITH A "CH." 
RHYMES WITH "BA-BINGI" ft 


1 


> 


Jiggesl gainer this month + Pacesetter •'■ Hot Shot Debut 



76 SPIN 



aterial 



EXPOSURE 

ART 




Tough guys, Old 
Masters-style: Garber's 
Chops, 1999, below, and 
Supla, 2000, bottom. 



- S3" 



Twenty-three-year-old Helen Garber likes to paint her friends the way, say, Rembrandt would. And 
almost all of her friends are bikers. "Everyone thinks of society people when they think of Old Masters 
portraits," she says. "But I figured my friends deserved to be painted that way, too." Garber lived on 
Long Island until she was 13, when she ran away. "I had a lot of problems as a kid," says Garber, who 
suffered such severe anxiety attacks that she often skipped school. "Also, I came from a one-parent 
household that was Orthodox Jewish, and I was punk-rock." Understood. She fled to New York City's 
Lower East Side, floor-surfed with friends, hooked up with an older artist who became a mentor, and 
hung out at museums, painting the entire time. She also married a Brazilian tattoo artist, found a patron, 
got divorced, got remarried, and, most recently, got discovered by Manhattan dealer Bronwyn Keenan, 
who gave Garber her first show this spring. Never one to rest, Garber is now starting on a series 
of group portraits of families, including her own. "I'm interested in how different social groups form 
families," she says. "It's hard to keep them together, no matter where you come from." Howard halle 
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GULLIBLE 
TRAVELS 

So you think you've enjoyed reality TV? That The Real World depicts 
frothy Gen-Y angst? That Cops is so street? Well, how's this for 
a concept: Maroon 16 men and women on a tropical island, 
orchestrate a lot of fights over food and shelter, and then make it 
a game show. Actually, we'd go so far as to say that CBS' upcoming 
Survivor would be the most original, addictive programming of the 
summer— if it hadn't been done before. Herewith, Spin evaluates 
the best in isle-set psychodramas: Survivor; the BBC's Castaway 
2000, which is like Survivor's British counterpart except way 
more brutal; and perhaps the most punishing viewing experience 
of the three— this year's Leo spectacle, The Beach. It's the last 
that'll cost you, in both senses of the word. L.c. smith 



SETTING 

LENGTH OF STAY 
HIGH CONCEPT 

CAST 



CAN BE SEEN AS A 
METAPHOR FOR 

BUT REALLY IS 



Lush island off the coast of Borneo 



PHYSICAL 
HURDLES 



PSYCHOLOGICAL 
TRAUMA 



WILDLIFE 
SQUABBLES 

OMINOUS WARNING 



YOU KNOW THEY'RE IN 
TROUBLE WHEN 

MUTINOUS 
BEHAVIOR 

MOST FORMIDABLE 
CHALLENGE 
FOR PARTICIPANT 

...FOR VIEWER 



39 days 



mm 



A Darwinian GIIBgan s Island in which the last 
person standing wins $1 million 

Retirees and 20ish singles separated into two 
competing "tribes" 

Team dynamics in the new economy 



"Tribal" "warfare" in the "iungie," survival of 
the fittest fun at the expense of the elderly 

80 percent humidity plus heavy manual labor 
The WWII veteran's D-Day flashbacks 



SEX? Also a group activity, God willing 



CASTAWAY 2000 



A storm- battered deserted rock off the 
coast of Scotland 



"A fantastic social experiment in 
sustainability and interaction" 

A microcosm of British society, including 
eight very unlucky children 

British tenacity 



Further proof that colonization has never really 
worked out so well for the Brits 

Contagious flu-like virus; a meningitis scare; 
broken bones. Also, winter brings 100 MPH 
gale-force winds that whip up 40-foot waves 

Killing dinner. No TV, no day trading, no pom. 
Satellite phone for emergencies only 

Hooking up on shale cropplngs nearly 
impossible and very painful 



THE BEACH (ON DVD) 

Sandy Thai outpost with enough pot "to 
smoke every day for the rest of your life" 

Indeterminate, as much time Is spent high 



Lord of the Flies meets Road Rules 
meets Apocalypse Now 

Leo, plus assorted nomads in ethnic-looking 
sarongs, like the ones on sale at the Gap 

Man's inability to respect nature and 
his savage impulses 

Over two hours of nudity, sex, violence, drug- 
running, and death that is really, really boring 

Knuckle callouses from too much volleyball; 
muscle spasms from hauling an unsightly, 
mutilated castaway out into the jungle 

That folkie playing Bob Marley by the campfire 



Beautifully shot in the phosphorous glow 
of an inlet 



Poisonous sea snakes, flying foxes. Yes! 

Dinner berries, or berries with leaves?; who 
has to suck the venom out of Sonja's 
snakebite; is Dirk just way too into God? 

"I feel like this adventure has been a blessing 
from God, and I can't wait to be a part of 
every moment'-Dirk, 23-year-old substitute 
teacher from Wisconsin 

The mediator's previous experience consists 
of hosting VH1 's Rock A Roll Jeopardy 

Not leaving the jungle exactly as you found it 



Lasting the full 39 days 



Sheep, deer, a wildly feared flesh-eating Insect Wee, cheeky monkeys; sharks 



What constitutes child labor?; whose pasty 
complexion is more prone to severe sun- 
bum?; was the Euro ever really a good idea? 

"You cannot flirt with nature and not expect to 
get comprehensively ravaged. These poor sub- 
urban sods are being shamelessly exploited" 

-British journalist/killjoy Tom Morton 

They begin complaining about the absence 
of dental care 

One third of cast flees after storm; are told 
to suck it up 

Waiting for Amnesty International 



Is faking a shark attack ever funny?; why is 
it okay to smoke pot but not cigarettes?; 
Is putting UNKLE on the soundtrack passe? 

Not even USA Today gave it a good review 



The natives with the guns and the freaky mon- 
keys think the kids are stealing their supply 

Empathy for the sick and dying; cartography 



Keeping a secret 





k w»i^& **.*j^bH 


and/or UNICEF to intervene 






Septuagenarians in Lycra 


Turning i, off 




Maintaining consciousness 
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THE ART 
OF WAR 




When Maus, Art Speigelman's beloved 
1986 retelling of his parents' Holocaust 
experiences, won the Pulitzer Prize, it 
seemed to redefine what comics could 
be, and do. Yet in the intervening decade, 

serious comics journalism has remained a rarity-Joe Sacco being a stellar exception. Obsessed with living 
everyday life amid terrorism and war, Sacco possesses both a panoramic illustrative style and a good reporter's 
distaste for sentimentality. His first major work, Palestine, explored life in the tumultuous Gaza Strip and won an 
American Book Award in 1996. His latest, the mighty Safe Area Gorazde: The War in Eastern Bosnian 
1992-1995, is set in a small city in eastern Bosnia, where he spent four months in 1995 and '96. By giving equal 
heft to the mortal and quotidian fears of the town's Muslims, Sacco transforms one of the most complicated, 
balkanizing civil wars in recent memory into a small— in the best sense— and intimate experience. 

After majoring in journalism, Sacco found his opportunities limiting. "I didn't want to write about notaries public 
all my life," he says, laughing. The advantage to comics journalism: Sacco can depict carnage otherwise edited 
by the American media. The disadvantage: Photojournalists can see their work the next day; drawing takes much, 
much longer. "But I'm sorry to say good-bye to it," says Sacco, who spent four years on Gorazde. "It's my 
longest personal relationship ever." gavin edwards 



In black and white: 
Sacco's haunting, 
unforgettable take 
on Bosnia. 




benjamin lebcrl 



FOOTNOTES 



E> Seventeen-year-old German 
author Benjamin Lebert's first novel, 
Crazy, is a slim but not slight book 
about a young disabled boy shipped 
off to his fifth (remedial) boarding 
school. At times Lebert indulges 
in some stoner philosophizing, but 
his protagonist — who expends much 
energy trying very hard not to succumb 



to obliterating self-con- 
sciousness and self-pity — 
is thoroughly believable. 
And likable. & Sniffin' 
Clue: The Essential Punk 
Accessory is a collection of 
every issue of the seminal 
punk zine. Because there 
were only 12 issues, the 
book is beautifully bulked-up with 
photos and diary-style recollections by 
founder Mark Perry. In true mature- 
punk fashion, Perry urges you to pay 
no more than $30. & A slacker alco- 
holic in Manhattan's East Village who 
steals pharmaceuticals to finance his 
addiction to collecting toys from the 
'70s— The Toy Collector's premise 



sounds like a graphic novel. Or a mem- 
oir. But James Gunn — who has written 
the upcoming Scooby Doo movie and 
the cult hit Tromeo and Juliet — is a 
very, very funny guy with great 
rhythm, a tar-black sense of humor, 
and a healthy grasp of just how sad 
arrested development is. & Men My 
Mother Dated was the name of an 
odd, sweet column written by Brett 
Leveridge in both the late Might and 
his own zine, Brett News. Now he's 
used them to get a book deal, and 
though he includes essays on other 
topics, it's Leveridge's gentle, throw- 
back-y portraits of his mom's suitors 
that are most amusing. The chapter on 
Jack Kerouac is a knockout, ma 
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HEART. PEACE. POWER. GAME. 
www.dunk.net 
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GHOST IN THE MACHINE 

Due for PC. Mac, and PlayStation2 later this year. Oni (which means ghosts in Japanese) casts players 
as Konoko. a superagent/femme fatale out to bust the godfathers of the tech-crimes underworld. 
Along the way. she unearths secrets that make her journey as much about self-discovery as hurting 
people, which adds some gravitas. As does the game's fluidity. In most digitally generated ghettos, you 
might leap off a ledge and then awkwardly begin spraying gunfire. Here, Konoko effortlessly multi- 
tasks, firing as she flips through the air, then seamlessly switching to hand-to-hand combat as she hits 
the ground running. Bungie Software. Oni's developer, is known for twisting the cliches of hackneyed 
genres like shooters (see the ant warfare of Marathon) and strategy games (smell the blood-splattered 
Myth). For Oni, says producer Hamilton Chu. the aim was to immerse the player in a Crosshatch of 
John Woo and the anime movie Ghost in the Shell— while ensuring that 
Konoko could be manipulated as gracefully as she moves. "The big chal- 
lenge was to make everything flow." Chu says. "We didn't want to force 
the player to watch Konoko snap around like a spaz." david kushner 



It's like a U.N. force 
of peacekeepers, but 
not: Oni's Konoko, 
left, Vagrant Story's 
German slayer/scholar, 
right, and Rune's 
WWF-looking Nordic 
warrior, below. 





By Square Co.. the brain 
trust behind the Final 
Fantasy series. Vagrant 
Story injects much- 
needed mercenary 
activity into the family- 
friendly PlayStation. Not 
only is it beautiful and 
epic and set in medieval 
"Germany," but it also 
features dragon-slaymg 
PhD. candidates. Nice. 
Imagine The Name 
of the Rose if Sean 
Connery actually got 
medieval on someone's 



RUNE— In this Viking 
epic, you are Ragnar, 
the sole hope of a village 
under siege after your 
father, a righteous 
warrior, dies in a freak 
boating accident. Of 
course, there s the hero's 
journey through the 
literal/metaphoncal 
underworld and lots of 
swordplay. but there's 
also lots of specifically 
Nordic fun: snow beasts, 
crude melee weaponry, 
ice gods, and dwarves 
(the latter not specifically 
Nordic, but still). 
Due this month from 
Gathering of Developers 

MATTHEW SCHWENK 
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DUMB STUFF 
YOU HAVEN'T 
SEEN BEFORE 

"Shooting it was like day camp with an alcoholic," says 
director Todd Phillips of his teen extravaganza Road Trip. 
The premise: It will be more revolting and funny than Amer- 
ican Pie (which truly set the bar pretty high). "It just doesn't 
let up." Phillips says. The plot: A lovelorn guy (Breckin 
Meyer) accidentally mails a video of himself cheating to 
his longtime sweetheart, then corrals three of his buds to 
take a cross-country trip in search of it and her. Also. Tom 
Green puts a live mouse in his mouth. "It's dumb stuff." 
Phillips says. "But you haven't seen it before!" The 28-year- 
old New Yorker actually started out making documentaries 
(his last, a caustic indictment of hazing called Frat House. 
got bought, then pulled over questions about the film s 
authenticity, by HBO). But Phillips first won a following 
seven years ago with Hated, his study of dead punk icon 
GG Allin, who was most famous for eating his own shit 
onstage, "He was the greatest," Phillips says wistfully. Next 
is a doc about neo-hippies Phish and the dirty kids who 
love them. But Phillips maintains his fixations are not really 
with the base and repulsive. "Guys who are the opposite 
of me— I want to delve into that," he says. "I sort of have 
this fascination with men. In a 
nonsexual way." nisha gopalan 



Seeing returns on 
the gross: director 
Todd Phillips. 





THE SMALL, 
SMALL SCREEN 



A wunderkind physicist (Stephen Dorff) stuck in an alternative reality and saved by love 
(and his dad, played by John Cleese)— it's a plot and a cast that sounds like a predictable 
sci-fi indie thriller. Quantum Project's twist, however, is supra-indie: It will never screen 
in a movie theater, or at a film festival, or even go straight to video. Instead, the filmmakers 
claim, it will be the first-ever Hollywood picture written and produced exclusively for the 
Internet. The 40-minute movie, available May 5 by download only at Sightsound.com, is 
produced by Stephen Simon, who also (and curiously) produced 1998 s supremely gooey 
What Dreams May Come. Still, what would possess name actors to get involved in a 
low-budget film whose audience will consist primarily of early-adopter geeks with high- 
bandwidth access? "The Hollywood system is quite dreadful, and this Internet thing feels 
potentially liberating," says Cleese, seriously. "And it's always intriguing to do a first of 
any kind." Simon couldn't agree more, comparing Quantum to The Jazz Singer, the first-ever 
"talkie." "The same questions were asked then— it's new, do people want it?" Simon says. 
"We think we'll be remembered like that." janelle brown 
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F THEY SPENT ANY MORE 

TIME 
AT YOUR 
PLACE, 
THEY'D 

BE TAX DEDUCTIONS. 





Real friends. Real bourbon 
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KENTUCKY STRAIGHT 
BOURBON WHISKEY 




Live365 . com 



A chip off the old 



Close your ears and: open your 
eyes, John Q. Publicllll Because 
the architects of audio araaged- 
don are at It again. Despite our 
-efforts, Livs365.com(«ie) is lur 
jHng droves of unsuspecting citizen 
into its wicked web. And before you 
can say "Adios, America!", these 
fresh, freckle-faced victims are 
drowning in Live365. corn's endless 
streams of radio. With no fees, 
no formats 



* 




•nd- SO FCC. I I'L 

does no FCC lead mfrl\\ 
little thing called" 
(Spontaneous \ 
Human Combustion/) 
Do not fall prey 
to the distortions! 

Distortionl 

■Live365.com' b wide variety 
of radio stations makes for a 
pleasant pastime." Yeah, and 
they put flouride in the 
water because it's good for 
us! (See our pamphlet, 
"Strong Bones & •« 
Teeth are Weaken- s mot6 Tt&M 
ing America" ) . /fgp 80M S 
in the blink of 
an eye, you're 
listening 24 
hours a day and 
the Liberty 

Ball is ringing 

in Red Square ! 



And what 
to? A 




The Sonic Summit 
of '63 

Unnamed sources 
provided this photo 
documenting the 
exchange of "non- 
terrestrial" tech- 
nology that surfaced 
three decades later 
as Live365 . com' s 
purported "streaming 
audio" 



Distortion 2 

■l lilli WsSl liwj mr own free radio 
allows me to empress who Z 
reSl ly ma. " Last time we looked 
at an American dictionary, there was 
no "I" in team. You should listen 
to licensed DJ's and regulated broad- 
casts just like everyone else. And 
if that means hearing one boy band 
too many, it's a small price to pay 
to keep our country great! 




people listening to free radi 
♦ ♦ ♦ 







Pressure from above 












THE AMERICAN WAY 





people broadcasting free radio 



Chatting with other co-dependent 
enablers [and trained Live365.com 
operatives] just ensures your 
own audio addiction. We must 
rise as one against this perni- 
cious evil. If you won't do it 
for yourself, at least do it for 
the children! - 





Nostradamus 
saw it 
coming 500 
years ago . 

nation of good- 
for-nothings , 
attached to their 
"computers" liXe 
infants by 
umbilical cords. 
-Doomsday is coming 
-in stereo! Ml! 



PETITION TO OUTLAW LIVE365.COM FOREVER "7^"?^ ~/^T "7^ 

SIGN IT FOR THE LOVE OF AMERICA! !!!!!!!! 

We Che undersigned, 

*wish to express our 100% opposition to Live365.com, its owners, listeners and mostly it's "MCs" 

* believe that unregulated broadcasting over; the luternaL should L>« outlawed « ■ It 
poses a threat to the national fabric of our country and this great land. 
*call upon our leaders to put an end to the madness that Live365.com is spreading upon 
our youth, as well as our youth's youth. x 

X X 



Live365-v=Lie365 



LIVE 



COM 



^^Ikrong for America Ht^P 

Paid for by the citizens against live365.com 
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THE PLAYSTATION'S THE THING 

TV's most accessible, relatable guest star of the new millennium is not man but— yes!— machine 



The most ubiquitous presence on prime-time TV these days isn't Regis, 
Shatner, or even those "Waaazzup!" dudes— but it is known and loved by more 
than 70 million people, has been celebrated on the cover of Newsweek, and 
has a stratospheric Q rating. It is the Sony PlayStation, and it has recently 
propelled or enhanced the plotlines of everything from Yupster laff-ins 
(Friends, Just Shoot Me) to teen melodramas (Felicity, Dawson s Creek) to 
UPN sitcoms (well, Moesha). No matter the demo. PlayStation adapts! 

Perhaps the most realistic depiction yet of the PlayStation's forceful, incred- 
ibly broad appeal was on this season's Felicity. In one subplot, Noel (the 
earnest, geeky white guy who, incidentally, spent last season deeply enthralled 
with his iMac) tries to turn his roommate Elena (black, quick-witted, far cooler) 
on to the PlayStation. She snickers at first but quickly gets sucked into the vor- 
tex: the Sisyphean feat of mastering the final level. "The same thing hap- 
pened to me," says the show's cocreator J.J. Abrams, "except it was 1991, 
and I was hooked on Nintendo's Super Mario Brothers 2." As the hours wear 
on into days, Noel and Elena barricade themselves in their apartment-ignonng 
friends, dates, phone calls, classes, and deadlines— as they attempt to 
master Crash Bandicoot: Warped. 

The climax, which has Noel calling a seven-year-old gaming prodigy, only to 
explode at the kid when he still can't break through the final level, is also rooted 
in Abrams' own experience. "I once told a seven-year-old who tried to help me 
out that he didn't know what the fuck he was talking about," says the 33-year- 
old Abrams. who owns a Sega and a Nintendo 64 as well as a PlayStation. But 
unlike the other two systems, "the PlayStation is just part of life," he says. 
"I mean, personally I'm a huge Sony fan, but it is the biggest-selling system out 
there. It's the platform of choice. I defy anyone dealing with young characters 
to not have a reference to a videogame system." 

"The PlayStation has just permeated the gaming world," agrees Warren 

Hutcherson, co— executive producer of Moesha. "If any other gaming system 

sold as well, we'd use that." In fact, all but one of Moesha's (male) writers owns 
a PlayStation; when the dissenter tried to sneak a Sega Genesis into a script, 




he was sent back to the losers' lunch table. "We said. 
'Forget it.'" says Hutcherson, who is 36. "You want your 
characters to sound real." Curiously, the lead male character 
on the WB's twentysomething dramedy Jack & Jill— who works as 
a toy designer— owns a Nintendo. "That's what I play at home." says 
40-year-old producer Randi Mayem Singer, who admirably resisted 
the network's suggestion that she switch systems. "I tried substituting a 
PlayStation, but we've always had Nintendo, so we stuck with it." she says. 

With that exception. Sony's prime-time product-placement continues 
unabated. The marketing team stays in constant contact with everyone from 
producers to prop guys, but more often the company is approached by shows 
they haven't solicited. In fact, the PlayStation is in such demand as a plot 
device that producers often let the Sony people review scripts for approval. 
Abrams, for one, says he was totally unaware that Sony was vetting scripts, but 
adds that if they had asked for serious changes, he wouldn't go along. "The 
PlayStation is just a prop on our show," he says blithely. "And if the company 
doesn't want their product associated with something that we re doing, it's 
their right to withdraw." One Sony promotions exec says that Felicity's origi- 
nal script was, in fact, problematic: "In that episode," she begins, "they used 
the wrong terminology. Sometimes people refer to PlayStation as the game 
machine, or the game box. Sometimes people refer to our controller as a 
joystick or a paddle, when our specific controller is called the dual shock 
analog controller!" She pauses. "But for shows, I mean, controller is fine." 

Despite the company's seemingly, well, geeky concerns, not everyone finds 
such product-placement innocuous, or even amusing. "It's important to know 
the extent to which a program is the result of direct commercial influence and 
payola and the extent to which it's the creative process," says John Stauber, 
author of the anti-PR bible Toxic Sludge Is Good for You! "And I suspect 
there's virtually no meaningful watchdogging by the Federal Communications 
Commission." Probably not. but it's kind of a moot point: after all, it's not as 
though the PlayStation is a new product that needs to be cleverly soaked into 
the subconscious of American consumers. When one in four 
households owns a PlayStation, it's the product that gives the 
show cred— not the other way around. 

While Sony's marketers won't say which supplicants they've 
turned away, they do actively court shows that they know will 
reach their target demographic (males ages 18 to 34). "We want 
to be associated with the cool, hip shows— like Felicity, Dawson, 
and Friends," says the Sony rep. "Ratings help, but if a show isn't 
appropnate then it's not something we're going to go after." 

Right now, the company is strategizing the launch of the 
already massively overhyped PlayStation2— but it remains to 
be seen how long the most successful product placement of 
media within media can sustain itself. "It would be really cool 
to do something with PS2," says Felicity's Abrams. who can't 
wait to own one. "But it's already been on the cover of 
Newsweek," he grouses. "It doesn't come out for six months, 
and it's already passe." oeoff edcers 
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REVENGE OF THE "LITTLE IDIOT" 

BRANDED AS A SELF-DESTRUCTIVE HYPOCRITE DURING THE '90s ELECTRONICA WARS, 
MOBY SHUT UP THE HATERS WITH A PLATINUM-SELLING, GRAMMY-NOMINATED, 
BLUES-SAMPLING MASTERPIECE. NOT BAD FOR A PUNK GEEK FROM THE 'BURBS 

BY CHARLES AARON PHOTOGRAPHS BY JAMES DIMMOCK 



Swallowed by a loaner Versace suit IS855 retail). Moby faces down 
a gauntlet Of tabloid flashes outside London's Karl's Court arena. 
It's the Brit Awards 2000. the L'.K.'s openly sloshed Grammys alter 
ego. and pop watchers are working up a buzz over grumpy Oasis 
geezer Liam Gallagher's feud with smirky boy-band geezer Robbie Williams 
("He's a fat dancer." quipped Liam|. But frankly, nobody gives a toss. A star- 
power vacuum exists in Euro-pop. and no better indication is Moby's pres- 
ence as a Best International Male Artist nominee. As he shuffles into posi- 
tion, a publicist must inform the paparazzi who Moby actually is. 

"Mobv! Mobv! Over here!" the photogs shout, and the artist, hands deep 
in pockets that don't belong to him. obliges, sort of. Alone on the sidewalk, 
he shifts his tiny bald head to and fro. Click! Click! But with his big-eyed 
stare, he looks like a milk-carton orphan, not gossip-column fodder. 

"You know what I said before about how I'm starting to feel success- 
ful?" he asks me. referring to an earlier comment about his eerie dance- 
floor ballad "Why Does My Heart Feel So Bad?" being such an unexpected 
European hit. "Well. I just changed my mind." Waving wanly, he's led 
backstage for interviews. 

Formerlv known in the U.K. U.S. as the Christian vegan rave DJ who 
was the .American "face" of early-'90s techno. Moby spent much of the mid- 
to-late '90s alienating a potentially adoring fanbase. After "Go." his Twin 
Peaks-sampling kick-drum anthem, was a U.K. Top 10 hit in the rave blow- 
up of 1991. he gradually morphed into an agitprop. lesus-thanking. disco- 
punk pariah with a penchant for flinging off his shirt. Goaded by journalists 
who had tired of dance artists murmuring about "wicked" bass lines. Moby 
critiqued his peers and pontificated on the inhumanity of consumer 
capitalism. Signed by Elektra. only to mutually divorce later, he became 
perhaps the most hated "sellout" who never sold any records. 



But with the startling popularity of Play, his most recent album, all's being 
forgiven. In the U.K.. whoro DJi are alroadv taken seriouslv in the pop world, 
the album was No. 1 on the mainstream charts, outranking Oasis and San- 
tana: "Why Does My Heart." which emanates from a heart-wilting sample of 
the Shining Light Gospel Choir, has moved 700.000 units throughout Europe 
and is being rerecorded by Elton lohn as a benefit single for his AIDS foun- 
dation. But in the U.S.. where War was snubbed by countless labels (Uni- 
versal. RCA. MCA. Virgin. Astralwerks. Sony. Maverick] before V2 picked it 
up. it's also taken off. going platinum, being nominated for two Grammys. 
and breaking two modern-rock singles. "Bodyrock" and "Natural Blues." 
Moby also Di ed the MTV Video Music Awards (in a gold lame tuxedol and 
appeared in-studio to yuk it up for an entire week of Spankin' New Music. 

Says V2 president Richard Sanders: "We never thought we'd go gold or 
platinum or anything close. We just wanted to rehabilitate a great artist's 
career." Other industry insiders who swore Moby was dead to them are 
even repenting. "When I met [big-cheese trance DJ] Sasha. he was down- 
right mean and dismissive: he really hurt my feelings." Moby says. "Then 
after he heard the record, he apologized. But I can never be vindictive- 
people had decent reasons to hate me." 

Still, whether your career was just rescued from the dustbin or not, few 
places are more disorienting for American musicians than the Brit Awards. 
Despite the fact that U.S. hip-hop. R&B. and pop have colonized the cosmos, 
house-proud locals still cling to their role as pop's tastemaking scamps. Or at 
least after downing a flute or three of the bubbly. 

At the table for Moby's European label. Mute, everyone's been notified 
that their man won't be winning. But P/ar's chart triumph— released last 
June, it fell off the charts only to crawl back on and upward since— assuages 
the troops. Moby's longtime Euro manager. Eric. Harle. a German ex-DJ 
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Moby, short for Master of 
Beats, Y'all: "I can never 
be vindictive— people had 
decent reasons to hate me." 
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dressed like a "hitman for Kraftwerk" in hues of black and maroon, winks 
and moans. "Why have I been associated with losers my entire life?" Stand- 
ing and fidgeting nearby is Moby running buddv and New York Citv painter 
Damian Loeb. A six feet two. lantern-jawed reddish-blond who's nearly a 
foot taller than his sidekick— "We're like Jon Voight and Dustin Hoffman in 
Midnight Cowboy"— Loeb, 30. is a superprotective relative by proxy. Moby. 
34. has no surviving immediate family or current girlfriend. 

"So. where is he?" Loeb barks impatiently. "Who's walking him through 
[the interviews] back there? He's not by himself with those assholes, is he?!' 

Later, when Moby still hasn't arrived at the table. Loeb rolls his eyes: 

"Why exactly am I here? I just came from a place [new bud Elton John's 
palatial Kensington crash pad] where there were heated pools, a beautiful 
Swedish woman, and every DVD ever made!" 

Me: "Damian. are you Moby's best friend?" 

D: "Yes. I am." 

Me: "Isn't that why you're here?" 
D: "Yes, I suppose it is." 

Moby takes a seat, and the show explodes with generic boy band 5ive. 
wearing long black leather coats and decimating "We Will Rock You" with 
the "surviving members of Queen." Brian May solos through gritted teeth 
as about 50 muscle boys and girls bang on giant, back-lighted tom-toms. "At 
the Grammys," Moby observes, "it was like every inch of the place had 
been hosed down with money. At least here it's kind of trashy.... The Gram- 
mys were only worth it because 1 got to sit between Britney Spears and 



Jamie Foxx. and he was leaning right over me the whole time, macking on 
Britney, but in this clumsy, teenager-at-the-mall way. He was looking down 
her dress, going, 'Yo, baby, you look fine! You got a boyfriend?" 

Moby's nature— part hair-shirt contrarian, part goofball gadfly— is always 
dueling. The restless son of an often-unemployed single mom in late- 
'70s/early-'80s suburbia, his role model as a punk shorty was John "Johnny 
Rotten" Lydon ("He made a big splash with the Sex Pistols, gave it up to do 
a couple of bizarre, uncompromising records as Public Image Ltd.: then for 
partly selfish, partly fun reasons, totally sold out, but in a really interesting 
way"). Of course, on a mid-30s. am-I-a-loser? level. Moby was thrilled by 
the Grammy affirmation. But in a weird way. the attention he's received (for 
his most innovative record!) from both the masses and a bewildering 
celebrity coterie is even sw'eeter. You can see him. for a mad minute, taunt- 
ing his elitist enemies: "Piss off, I got Madonna on the other line." 

Mick Jagger, Tom Hanks, David Bowie, Oliver Stone, Matt Damon. Sting, 
Maxwell. Joe Strummer. etc., have all paid respects. Donatella Versace flies 
him around to DJ parties. Ellen DeGeneres and Anne Heche clowned with 
him on VHt exclaiming: "You have no idea how much your record means to 
us!" John Waters, for whom Moby composed the opening theme of his film 
CecjV B. DeMented. says. "His music is sexy, dark, funny, and completely 
original. And considering all the sampling he does, 1 think he sees the 
incredible irony in me saying that." Even Lucy Lawless. a.k.a. Xena. Warrior 
Princess, is a convert. "His music lifts you out of tedium and takes you on 
some kind of fruity existential journey." she enthuses. 
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Feet of fury: Moby kicks and flails his way into the mainstream dojo. 

Sounds of the South box set of 1959 field recordings by influential archivist 
.■Man Lomax. Moby adds other samples, piano, synths. drum machines, and 
guitars to time-shift the context. And for many listeners, hearing the aching 
grain of these voices transported into the digital present is an exhilarating yet 
sobering experience. Like Lomax. Moby is a white interlocutor of African- 
American voices who is crossing long abandoned roads: and that choice is 
fraught with a country's worth of emotion. As these songs join with the rest 
of the album— traces of hip-hop. house, techno, synth-pop. punk— there's a 
sense of immense possibility, both terribly lost and defiantly infinite. 

"I'm not into much techno stuff." says Matt Barton of the Alan 
Lomax-founded Association for Cultural Equitv. "But it struck me how 
deeply Moby seemed to respond to the source material on a musical/historical 
level, as well as emotionally. He wasn't juxtaposing sounds for the hell of it." 

Beastie Boy Mike D adds, "As soon as I heard 'Honey' [which flips a vocal 
sample of gospel-blues singer Bessie Jones and a Super Cat piano break, 
via Boogie Down Productions]. I felt like. 'Man. why didn't I think of that!' 
Play is a record nobody expected from anybody." 

What Mike D is too polite to say is that Play was the last thing anybody 
expected from Moby. After his too-visionary-too-soon, major-label album 
debut. 1995's Everything Is Wrong-similarly sprawling with house, techno, 
punk, blues, new age. classical— found little love, Moby began to unravel. 
His attempt to politicize the glass house of rave— which was becoming increas- 
ingly white, anal, and snooty, much like '80s punk/ indie rock— was translated 
as the haughty damning of an evolving scene. His admirable mission to make 




"HAVING NO FATHER, BEING SHORT, NO 
GOOD AT SPORTS, AND ON 
WELFARE GAVE ME A LIFELONG SENSE 
OF INADEQUACY." 



Says Moby, with his usual faux-naif wit: "I like being alone, but only by 
choice, and I get lonely quickly. When these famous people are nice to me. 
it feels good, so I'm happy to hang out with them. It's better than being at 
home, depressed, reading The Hobbit." 

THE VIDEO FOR "NATURAL BLUES." WITH ITS HAUNTING SAMPLE OF 
should-be-legendary folk-blues singer Vera Ward Hall, features a latex-aged 
Moby being wheeled down a corridor of deathly senior citizens, looking 
through a scrapbook and then watching home movies of his young life. Later. 
Christina Ricci. a ravishing Angel of Death in a white evening gown, carries 
him to his final reward. Directed by garishly arty photographer David 
LaChapelle. the video literalizes Hall's sampled lyric. "Ooh lawdy. trouble 
so hard / Don't nobody know my troubles but God." with a gorgeous flair. The 
story line: Moby, tortured artist, wincing bittersweetly as time slips away. 

Which is effective, if self-indulgent, pop imagery. But the song is so much 
more than that and so much more than Moby. "Natural Blues" is one of several 
Play tracks that recast vocals of rural blues-gospel artists, mosdy from the 
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DJ music work as "live" performance somehow resulted in him cavorting like 
a headless chicken to a DAT playback. Or worse, assuming crucifixion poses 
atop a keyboard-naAed. His pained "rock" album. 1996 s Animal Rights. 
released at the height of "electronica" fever, was widely dismissed. 

"It took me a couple of years of therapy to figure out that he wasn't doing 
this to hurt us." says Marci Weber, who's been Moby's comanager/den 
mother for almost a decade. "We respected his individual vision, but after 
seven years of fighting to get respect as a dance artist, then to start playing 
speed metal or whatever...people felt betrayed." 

To top if off. Moby began a sort of public. Andy Kaufman-esque satire of 
a debauched pop star. Here was someone who trumpeted a drug-free, 
fresh-squeezed, meatless lifestyle of prayer and devotion knocking back 
cocktails and scamming women at East Village hellholes. Or donning a 
powder-blue tux and howling 70s covers in an irony-sodden lounge act. 
Then there was the record-label party where Moby, loitering by the buffet 
table, decided to make his presence felt. According to one observer. "He 
and a friend were seeing who could gross the other one out. So Moby 
eventually just pulled out his. urn. thing, and peed all over the sushi bar." 

When I press Loeb about this period, he laughs and says. "I know. I know." 
Then he pauses and replies: "Well, the guy's mother did die. you know." 

Moby's mom. Betsy Hall, went in for a routine February '97 checkup and 
was diagnosed with lung cancer: she passed away that September. "She 
really was a special woman." says Loeb. "just giving and kind and quirky and 
understanding: basically, it was always the two of them. Then that was gone." 

Adds Moby: "I miss my mother as a friend more than anvthing else. There 
wasn't the tension that a lot of parents and children have. She was com- 
pletely unjudgmental about my life and mv music, so I have a tendencv to 
throw things in people's faces, like. 'Why aren't you okay with this?' " 

TO THIS POINT. THE MYTH OF RICHARD "MOBY" HALL READS AS FOL- 
lows: suburban-bred white rave brat— supposedly great-great-great-grand- 
nephew of Moby Dick author Herman Melville— computerizes black voices 
(divas, toasters, rappers, blues/gospel singers) as an ego-starved piny to locate 



his lost soul. Well. Moby was actually born in Harlem. New York, the onlv 
child of broke college students. His parents' marriage was a mess, and his 
dad. a chemistry T.A. at Columbia, went out drinking one night and drove his 
car into a wall. The crash, a suspected suicide, was fatal. He was 26. 

"Suddenly, my mother is a 23-year-old widow with a two-vear-old son." 
says Moby. "It was fairly grim." The pair moved in with her parents in tonv 
Darien. Connecticut, while she finished her degree, then celebrated her 
graduation in San Francisco's Haight-Ashbury in 1969. "These are mv mem- 
ories of being four in the summer of '69: Some nice businessmen giving me 
peanuts to eat on the plane: going to the most disgusting day-care center in 
the world: and my mother's friends sneaking me into Myta Breckinridge, an 
X-rated Raquel Welch movie." 

As for many, the summer, and the hippie idealism, gradually darkened. 
Mother and son ended up in working-class Stratford. Connecticut. "This 
was 78-77 the economy was bad. my mom was unemployed, we were liv- 
ing on welfare and food stamps." Moby recalls. Their house was a sort of 
communal hippie pad— "a lot of people listening to music and smoking pot" 
(which Moby tried at age ten]. Then there were Mom's awful "bohemian" 
boyfriends. "There was the guy who played pedal steel in a country band 
and stole things from her: the guy who worked on a fishing boat: the guy 
who worked in a gas station and threatened to kill her with a butcher knife." 

The two returned to Darien. mo\ing into a house bought with a small inher- 
itance from Moby's grandfather. Mobv took music theorv and guitar lessons 
(classical and jazz fusion), read Faulkner. Rimbaud, and Bukowski. discov- 
ered new wave/punk, worked in a record store, and envied suburban opu- 
lence up close. "My grandfather had owned a company down on Wall Street, 
so they were wealthy, but we had nothing.... That, along with having no father, 
being short, no good at sports, and on welfare, gave me a sense of inadequacv 
that I think I'll hold on to until the day I die." he says with a rare bellv laugh. 

Music gave him a cause— "It made our little disenfranchisement seem 
romantic." Inspired by the Clash. Gang of Four, and Public Image, he formed 
the straight-edge punk band Vatican Commandos, wearing earrings and 
skirts to Darien High during '80s preppie mania. He lied about going away 
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"AT ONE POINT, 
I THOUGHT ABOUT 
EVERY IDEOLOGICAL 
POSITION I'D TAKEN 
OVER THE PAST 
20 YEARS AND 
REALIZED THAT 
I WAS GENERALLY 
FULL OF SHIT." 




Unidentified flying DJ: Moby inexplicably flies through space. 



on "exotic" vacations. None of this was an aphrodisiac. "At that time, the 
most ego-shattering thing a girl could ever say was the word weird: I prayed 
for someone who just wouldn't look down on me. I remember a girl once 
mentioning Red Lorry Yellow Lorry, and romance was in the air." 

"He was a brilliant, eccentric child." Geraldine Marshall. Moby's high 
school English teacher, told a local paper recently. "His writing was very 
odd. but 1983 was the age of punk rock, and he was influenced that way." 
The Commandos played Pogo's in Bridgeport, where Moby saw bands like 
the Gun Club and local heroes Mission of Burma: they released a seven-inch 
EP. Hit Squad for God. "We were anti-church, anti-suburbs, anti-long hair, 
anti-whatever." But after a year as a philosophy major at the University of 
Connecticut, punk's anti-Reagan-and-stuff denial felt just as stuffy as pink- 
pants, country-club Christianity. 

"When you find yourself staring at some band in an indie-rock club with 
50 other white kids holding Rolling Rocks, and nobody's moving, you 
realize your worldview is pretty limited." says Moby. 

So. a good five years before grunge. Moby shelved his guitar to spin 
records. These days, with every ex-punk frontman. record-store clerk, and 
would-be fiction writer DJ'ing at a local cafe/bar laundromat, this isn't worth 
a shrug. But then, in the suburbs, it was a total, advanced-geek refusal. Build- 
ing his skills at local dives. Moby earned one ardent fan. A jumpy high school 
dropout. Damian Loeb showed up at a Greenwich "alcohol-free, new wave" 
joint, and it was friends at first sight. "From the minute 1 met him I knew 
Moby was going to do really well: some people just have a unique glow." 

Meanwhile. Moby was being drawn to the glow of the Manhattan club 
scene. "It was the late days of the [Paradise] Garage. Red Zone— what 
attracted me first to dance culture, as a white, straight kid from the sub- 
urbs going out to these mostly black, gay clubs, was just how foreign and 
interesting and wonderful it was. It really was alternative. New York was 
dirty and dangerous, and sexual politics were weird, but at these clubs. 
Latinos, blacks, whites, men. women were celebrating!" Around the 
same time, a youth-minister friend challenged Moby's knee-jerk dis- 
missal of the Bible, and later, reading the Gospel of Matthew, he was 
overwhelmed by the conception of Christ as "an iconoclast who was 
humble, and a stern and adamant figure who was loving and merciful." 
Jesus became a role model— a benevolent punk rocker of sorts— and 
dance clubs became Moby's sanctuary. "House music and dance music 
was so atmospheric and sexy and religious. It really, really affected me." 

Around 1989-90. Moby, along with Loeb and an aspiring hip-hop DJ, 



Adrian Bartos (a.k.a. Stretch Armstrong, who's now a top New York radio 
jock), moved into an East Village apartment, turntables in tow. Moby set up 
a home studio, dubbing himself M.O.B.Y. (Master of Beats, Y'all), and started 
making house hip-hop mix tapes, naively dropping them off at clubs and 
radio stations. He finally got a gig at Mars, the multilevel West Side hot 
spot, where he even backed up Big Daddy Kane and Run-D.M.C. "Damian 
would bring a video camera." says Moby. "And we have some horrifying 
footage from when my hair was really long, and I'm playing tambourine 
along with 'The 900 Number.' and Serch from 3rd Bass is rapping." 

Realizing he was no mixmaster. Moby decided to just spin for cash and 
kicks while producing tracks at home. His early work— as Voodoo Child. 
Brainstorm, Barracuda— was touched by hip-hop, house, and techno, but his 
punky, playful spirituality set a fresh pitch. When "Go" became a U.K. 
smash, Moby DJ'ed around the world. For a time, raves were his new place 
of worship, but the rush didn't last. He was drug-free amid an Ecstasy free- 
for-all. and unlike most U.S. DJ stars fetishized in Europe, he was neither 
black nor Latino. In America, techno (rooted in New York, Chicago, and 
Detroit's clubs) was becoming a Europhile novelty craze . 

"What disillusioned me about the punk scene is what disillusioned me 
about the house-music scene and. later on. about the rave scene. It was 
always the tastemakers championing musical virtues I didn't care about. 
Hardcore punk decided to champion obscurity and aggression. With house 
music, you'd go to these industry events in '90- 91. and it was so bloodless 
and professional. Techno lost its celebratory quality." 

Now a successful elder, he's optimistic, if still combative. On house 
music's ongoing outsider status: "A lot of these kids, white and black, want 
music that reaffirms their masculinity. House music still really pisses a lot of 
people off. but why? It's such warm, inviting, universal music. I'm straight, 
but I love going to house music clubs and flirting with women and gay 
men. This is a leap most of America seems unprepared to make." 

But you feel Moby reining in his need to debate every issue. No less 
chatty, he's much less judgmental. "See, in the suburbs, you've got a lot of 
time on your hands, you're fed a lot of culture, and people don't see how 
their opinions simply reflect their own privilege. At one point. I thought 
about every ideological position I'd taken over the past 20 years and 
realized, more often than not. that I was generally full of shit." 

YOU KNOW YOU'RE ON A REAL TOUR BUS WHEN THE GUY NEXT TO 
you heaves his legs over his head, yells "fire in the hole!" and ignites a fart 
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SHOULD NEVER OUTGROW 
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Head & Shoulders gives you 



beautiful flake-free hair that no one 



can resist getting close to. 




DANDRUFF SHOULD 



NEVER GET IN THE WAY 



with a Zippo. In this case, that guy is Moby. But even here, among his likably 
nerdy road crew, the "little idiot" |as he dubbed himself vears ago) seems a 
tad out of place. When talk proceeds to deviant sex acts ("The Cleveland 
Shocker!") and unreleased Who rock operas, he takes his soy somethingor- 
other and moves to the ground level of the double-decker to talk. 

In the midst of a grueling 21-month tour. Moby is rightfully proud of Play 
and wants as many folks as possible to hear it. Tonight's London show was 
a roaring, sold-out stompathon. Backed by crack drummer Scott Frassetto. 
punky bassist Greta Brinkmann, and turntablist DJ Spinbad. Moby gave 
the new songs a sweaty flourish, soaking through his CBGB T-shirt. The 
band fleshed out older club tracks like "Ah Ah" and "Feeling So Real." as 
Moby played un-wanky guitar, worked the congas and keys, and bantered 
about the "good ol' rave days." 

Now, on a ten-hour haul to Amsterdam, as the bus pulls onto the ferry 
that'll take us from Dover to Calais, we walk out on the boat's bow to watch 
the sunrise. Moby keeps clearing his very sore throat. With a hoodie over 
a rumply T-shirt, and more stubble on his face than on his head, he's 
gnomish or monkish, depending on the light. Either way. he's beat. Still, 
Moby is unnervingly cooperative, refusing to bitch about any promotional 
duty. "I think some of the alt-rock heroes— Trent (Reznor). Pearl Jam. 
Smashing Pumpkins— got used to the music scene existing in a certain 
way and assumed that large numbers of people would buy whatever they 
put out. Artists forget that for every record that gets popular attention, 
about a million records get ignored. I know. I've made some of those 
records! When I went to England to promote Animal Rights, they could 
only find two writers to talk to me." 

Even after a crap Amsterdam show the next night, he's coughing in 
the dungeon-like dressing room, doing a fanzine interview with a 
teenage girl in a pink Underground Resistance T-shirt. He knows how 
much work, and luck, goes into a hit record. Mute/V2 had to license 
songs to ads ("Porcelain" cascades delicately for Microsoft). TV shows 
(Dharma &■ Greg), and films (The Beach. The Next Best Thing) to push 
sales. Tons of remixes were sent to DJs. "Bodyrock." a churning parley of 



sampled rap vocals (Xikki D. Spoonie Gee) and Moby guitar, benefited 
from vague parallels to rap-rock and Fatboy Slim. Mobv showed up on 
VHl's Say What? Karaoke and just concluded an MTV-funded college 
tour with Bush. 

Says Moby: "Maybe I am cheapening [the music] by hyping it in all these 
ways. But how can I condemn commercial pop culture if I've never even been 
a part of it?" His I'll-go-anywhere-and-talk-to-anybody vow finally exacted 
a toll after a 12-hour bus ride to a show in Prague. After losing his temper and 
kicking in a door, Moby returned to Manhattan. 

Greeting him upon his return, however, was an unsettling sight. Plastered 
on the side of a building in SoHo. only blocks from his apartment, was a 
towering 90-foot-high image of a semi-hunched figure, standing beside a 
desert highway, tummy provocatively exposed. 

It's "Moby for Calvin Klein Jeans: Dirty Denim." 

Considering Moby's self-denying politics and weak physique, the ad 
raised the question "Who's he trying to kid?" Says the spokesmodel: "What, 
like I 'm going. 'Hey ladies, check out my lack of a six-pack'? In reality. I know 
I'm not an attractive person, but it's like taking pictures on a bad vacation. 
When you look at them later, the vacation doesn't seem so bad. Of course, 
it could be a problem if I'm making out with a girl, and she's like. 'Uh. could 
you hold up that ad again so I can get in the mood?' " 

He may be joking, but at times. Moby's lowly self-esteem is so relentless 
that it borders on performance art. The "Attack of the 90-Foot Moby!" as one 
observer calls it. is a promo move already making him squirm. "We both have 
these crippling insecurities, and it never seems to get any better." savs Loeb. 

The kick of so much dance music is its skin-tingling immediacv. but 
Moby's shameful, misfit ambition drives him to deepen and elevate those 
sensations. "I hopefully have made a record that can improve the qualitv of 
people's lives for a brief little time, and I know that sounds really arrogant," 
says the 90-foot-high pop geek with the lowly self-image. "But. you know, 
I am from the suburbs." H 

*- — IVanf more Moby? Surf to Spin.com for an exclusive video feature! 



JOCKEY SLUTS 



In 1997. electronica was supposed to take over the world but made only a small dent In the charts. Instead, dance music started selling 
almost everything but itself. You heard it in commercials for razor blades and Gap jeans, in cheesy teen films like Whatever It Takes, in 
upscale boutiques and trendy bars. Soon, big-name DJs were recruited for the top runway shows, and even Web millionaires were throw- 
ing them ridiculous amounts of money to spin at glitzy launch parties. Now, from corporate boardrooms to bad TV sitcoms. DJs are de 
rigueur. Here are eight ways the mainstream crashed the rave. DAVID 1. PRINCE 



WHO Goldie 

WHAT The jungle pioneer plays a 

henchman in the James Bond 
flick The World ts Not Enough. 

THE DEA L Steals the show from Denise 
Richards, but so does a tree in 
the background 



WHO Richie Hawtin. Mark Farina 
WHAT The Sundance Film Festival's 
closing party. January 2000 
THE DE.- South Part's Matt Stone and Trey 
Parker and ponytailed film execs 
tried out some of those "rave 
moves" they saw in Go. 

WHO Dimitri From Paris 
WHAT: Rockstar Loft, October 1 999 
THE DE" i Videogame company kick- 
started a new Manhattan party 



with a screening process that 
asked. "Who's your favorite 
DJ?": if you said Fatboy Slim 
you couldn't get in. 

WHO Fatboy Slim 
WHAT Suddenly Susan. May 1 999 
THE DEAL When actor David Strickland 
died, the sitcom honored his 
favorite DJ, sending the 
characters to a ludicrously 
fake-looking Fatboy concert 

WHO Les Rhythmes Digitates 
WHAT Versace fashion show, 

September 1999 
THE DEAL Donatella personalty 

selected leader Jacques 

Lu Cont as DJ for her Spring 

2000 catwalk. 



WHO Louis Osbourne. Drina DeNiro, 
Cameron Douglas, Mark and 
Samantha Ronson 

WHAT Celebrity spawn of Ozzy. Robert. 
Michael, and Foreigner's 
Mick Jones spin everywhere 
from raves to snotty New York 
soirees. 

THE DEAL: At least they're not trying to be 
actors 

WHO Fatboy Slim 

WHAT Two sold-out shows at Manhat- 
tan's Hammerstein Ballroom. 
December 1999 

THE DEA- Rumored to have collected a 

whopping $100,000+ guarantee: 
a woman gave a very public 
blowjob to a standing mook in 
Howard Stern's private box 




WHO: Crystal Method 
WHAT: IAM.COM party. March 2000 
THE DEAL Crystal Method helped launch 
this "virtual talent agency." 
assaulting the delicate ears of 
actors like James Wood. 



aterial 



ducers like BT and Paul van Dyk. The brain-sizzling acid frequencies of 
Hardfloor's "Acperience." meanwhile, paved the way both for the whacked- 
out wibbling of psy-trance and the bombastic hardtrance of labels like 
N'oom and Stay Up Forever. 

Although the first wave of trance ruled rave culture through 1993. it was 
soon eclipsed in terms of hipness by drum'n'bass. then Big Beat, and lately 
by the house renaissance helmed by artists like Basement Jaxx. Yet trance 
secretly remained the people's choice on rave floors across the world. In 
1999, its popularity increased dramatically, in part due to a massive growth 
in Ecstasy use (itself triggered by the return of high-quality E). But its rise to 
power is mainly due to its easy-to-digest. mass-market appeal. 

"Two years ago. electronica didn't deliver on the hype." says Simon 
Lamb, boss of West Coast trance label Fragrant. "But trance will. It's already 
in videogames and TV' commercials. Hollywood will catch on. And I've got 
no problem with that. I'm not into this music staying a secret." 

But even as trance has established itself as the most beloved dance music 
on Planet Earth, it's also become the most despised. Trance's detractors 
accuse its producers of refining out all the grit (the gay disco element in 
house, the hip-hop and reggae influences in jungle, the noir futurism of 
techno), leaving a frictionless and blandly smiley-faced product. New 
York's house ruffneck Armand Van Helden threw down the gauntlet on 
last year's 2 Future 4 V album, where a brief burst of trance is followed by 
the sound of the record being ripped off the turntable and gunshots. On the 
Internet discussion forum ukdance, there's been a long-running debate 
about whether "trance is shite." But trance has tartionalizccl to the point 
where it's hard to discuss it as a single scene. Whether it's "shite" or not 
depends in part on which "trance" you're talking about. 

AS ITS NAME SUGGESTS. PSYCHEDELIC TRANCE IS GEARED TO THE 
mind-bending effects of LSD and magic mushrooms rather than Ecstasy's 
loved-up euphoria. Like drum'n'bass, psy-trance is more about weird noises 
than melodv. Producers like Kox Box and Hallucinogen ambush the listener 
with one-shot surprises— grotesquely distorted vocal samples, disorienting 
stereo effects, and computer-meltdown explosions. 

Psy-trance visuals are just as tripped-out. At El Cuco. huge hand-inked 
tapestries are suspended from the trees, depicting a Day-Glo Dungeons & 
Dragons fantasia of fly agaric shrooms. Shivas and Ganeshes. slant-eyed 
aliens, minarets, and bird-headed women. Psy-trance clothing is a 
kitschadelic melange of synthetic rave gear, retro-hippie clothes, and eth- 
nic garments: mesh sarongs, batik leggings, 
white-mohair knee-high boots, cowrie neck- 
laces, fluorescent bindis. kibbutz-style ker- 
chiefs, and fractal T-shirts. 

"This scene is all about the urge to beautify' 
and adorn oneself," says Tsunami founder 
)ohn-Emmanuel Gartmann. a fortysomething 



The psy-trance massive: 
an El Cuco trekker with 
foliage: local boys Lunautica; 
psy-girls discuss batik. 
Opposite, trance mistress 
Sandra Collins. 



Swiss-American with a striking resemblance to Harpo Marx. "The women 
look like goddesses!" Indeed, there's an Olympian athleticism to the wav 
psy-trance girls and boys groove, bouncing on the balls of their feet. "It 's an 
outdoor dance." says Kara Walker of Philly psy-trance collective Gaian 
Mind. "We call it the Israeli stomp." 

Psy-trance is an especially globe-trotting subculture, and there are scenes 
in the most unlikely places— Macedonia. Portugal. Bolivia, and the Ukraine. 
And where most genres of electronica stem from scenes in Britain, the 
U.S.. Germany, and France, psy-trance has world-class artists from Greece. 
Denmark, and Sweden. The scene originally hatched in the early '90s 
among the mostly European bohemians who gather every winter in Goa. a 
region of Southwest India that's been a drug paradise since the hippie '60s. 

"In the old days. I would come to Goa for three months." says Duvdev of 
Israeli psy-trancers Infected Mushroom, as insects whir in the El Cuco 
darkness. "But now people want to go everywhere and party everywhere." 

GLOBAL V\'DERGROU\'D IS THE NAME OF A COMPILATION SERIES 
mixed by British superstar D)s on the "progressive" trance scene and nomi- 
nally inspired by their globe-trotting: Sasha in San Francisco and Ibiza. John 
Digweed in Hong Kong and Sydney. Paul Oakenfold in Oslo. "Global." fine: 
these guys sure rack up the frequent-flyer miles. But "underground"? While 
the El Cuco DJs rough it in the tiny bunk beds of an abandoned orphanage, 
these top-shelf trance DJs often get paid in the five-figure range for a few 
hours of spinning, fly first-class, and stay in top hotels. 

The melodic, uplifting trance purveyed by Oakenfold. Sasha and Dig- 
weed. and Paul van Dyk has a worldwide reach even beyond psychedelic 
trance. "America is the last frontier left for this music to conquer." says Steve 
Lau of Kinetic, the trance-dedicated subsidiary of major label Reprise. The 
Oakenfold volume of Kinetic's Trancepori series established a beachhead for 
the invasion, selling 140,000 copies in the U.S. (for a mLx CD, the equivalent 
of multiplatinum ). And Sasha and Digweed have been softening up the resis- 
tance from within for three years now. from their hugely successful monthly 
residency at Twilo in Manhattan to packed gigs across the country. 

In Twilo's DJ booth on a Friday in February. Digweed sips from a vat of 
protein-rich gloop in hopes of maintaining his stamina until 7 a.m. Saturdav. 
when he has to leave the club and catch a Concorde flight to make a gig in 
Amsterdam. With his hallmark diligence. Digweed— an unassuming, 
regular-bloke type of guy. despite his star turn in the new rave film Groove- 
has got records lined up on all three turntables while a CD plays over Twilo's 
legendarily engulfing sound system. Meanwhile, Sasha. wearing a T-shirt 
bearing the slogan solid gold entertainment: professional djs. is indulging 
a gaga fan from the north of England who wants a signature "for my friend, 
who. like, adores you." 

Sasha traces the roots of their sound back to an early-'90s style called "pro- 
gressive house" developed by U.K. producers like Leftfield and Spooky- 
American house mutated to fit the Ecstasv-determined needs of British 






SUPASTARS 



TEL AVIV, Yehuda Cohen's Time Tunnel is ground 

ISRAEL zero year-round. Other clubs include 

Plastic, Shanbo, Alenbi 58, and Ku 
Millennium, plus Haoman 17 and 
Hataasia in Jerusalem 



Astral Projection, Infected Mush- 
room, Oforia, Xerox, and DNA 
are becoming global psy-trance 
stalwarts. Local jocks include Di 
Choopie ot Agnosia Records 
and Nir Segall of KremBo Records 



The unofficial center for 
Goa and psy-trance. 
Whoosh'. 



Punjabi Microdots That Cabala 

skirts, long and is some 

curly hair, Lebanese wild shit! 

perma-grin blond 



LONDON Uber-clubs like Home and Ministry 

of Sound; John Digweed's monthly 
Bedrock party at Heaven; the ever- 
wacky Gatecrasher in Sheffield 



Home to the unavoidable Sasha 
and Digweed, as well as cheese- 
ball prince Paul Oakenfold and his 
puffn'stuff brothers Dave Ralph, 
Pete Tong, and Judge Jules 



Ground zero for smooth 
Euro-trance, complete 
with melodramatic pianos 
and sugary synth washes. 
Did somebody say Yanni? 



Glove pup- 
pets, blue 
hair dye for 
Gatecrashers 



Two Mit- 
subishi 
and a Red 
Bull 



Goa shite is 
for hippies! 



Home of the trance-heavy Love Parade Stomping ground for fluffmaster As usual, the Germans 



(July 8). Tresor, known mainly for tech- 
no, also gets its trance on. Under- 
grounders should check VooV Experi- 
ence, a.k.a. "German Burning Man," a 
long-running outdoor psy-trance party 



Paul van Dyk, Harthouse guru Sven like it harder and darker 



Vath. and the hardtrance of Oliver 
Lieb (of L.s.G. fame) 



(see Lieb), with van Dyk's 
twinkie-trance the glaring 
exception 



Black for Vath Smart 

and van Dyk; drinks, 

tie-dyes for crank, 

VooV Experi- coke 
ence 



Hit me with 
your glow- 
stick! Hit me! 
Hit me! 



LOS ANGELAS With expansive deserts nearby and an Christopher Lawrence of Fragrant Candy raver central: glow- 



agreeable climate, there are outdoor 
events aplenty. Among them: Dune, 
Nocturnal Wonderland, Electric Daisy 
Carnival, Juju Beats. See also: Giant at 
Arena and the after-hours Insomnia 



Records and Taylor were trailblaz- stick-wielding pacifier Teletubbies 

ers who still rate, along with Sandra suckers eat up acid- and backpacks, 

Collins, Doran, Thomas Michael, psy-trance edible 

and Deepsky, source of 1999's bracelets 
E-bounce anthem "Stargazer" 



Raves R SO, 
fun! I Just 
WaNNa Give 
EveryOne 
HuGz! 



SAN 

LRANCISCO 



MELBOURNE, 
AUSTRALIA 



Home to the granddaddy of the Amen- Spundae guru Jerry Bonham, 
can West Coast trance scene, Spundae, Mars, Mystr-E, and various genre 



the roving Thomp radio parties, plus 
assorted one-offs 



Outdoor events such as Rainbow 
Serpent (a two-day festival hold in 
January); one-off events by Jupiter 3, 
Happy People, Green Ant, and Psy- 
Harmonics near the hippie resort town 
of Byron Bay and elsewhere 



mutts including the Wicked 
crew (Jeno, Garth, Thomas, 
Marky), the Hardkiss Brothers, 
and Charlotte the Baroness 

Glamour-trance up-and-comer 
Anthony Pappa (see his now 
Global Underground mix, Nu 
Breed), Andrew Till, and psy- 
trance DJ Nick Taylor 



More Mother Earth than Patchouli and 'Shrooms, 

Chuck E. Cheese, SF trance Tevas Chupa 
events also pump deep Chups 
house and psychedelic lollipops 
breakbeat in a quasi-temple 
atmosphere 

Melbourne's overtaken Goa Cyber hippies Fosters 

as the international trance- abound: and pills 

trek hot spot. All forms are Day-Glo 

thriving, with the usual sneaks and 

factional divisions Palm Pilots 



Peace, love 
and. ..where 
did I leave 
the car? 



That's the 

juice! 



clubbers, with gav disco influences like diva vocals replaced by spacer 
club effects and a mildly cosmic feel. If you could sum up Sasha and Dig- 
weed's sensibility in a single word, it would be /ong. Long sets (the pair often 
play eight hours or morel, long tracks, and above all the long mix: The duo 
has perfected the science of the seamless transition between records, "so 
you don't even know you are in the next record." as Sasha puts it. 

Sasha and Digweed plan for three climaxes during the night at Twilo. It 
doesn't sound like many, but their thing is about the slow build that stokes the 
perpetually pre-orgasmic plateau of the Ecstasy experience. If you ask them 
though. Sasha and "Diggers" both deflect the subject of MDMA with talk of 
Tnusicality." Sandra Collins, one of America's leading progressive trance DJs. 
is more upfront about the role of Ecstasy in the music's resurgence. 

"Going out to clubs sometimes, it was like the top ten tilings you don't want 
to listen to when you're rolling." Collins says, sipping a Jack and Coke in a 
restaurant near her Manhattan management office. She describes her own 
brand of "pretty" trance as a blend of industrial's hard beats and Cocteau 
Twins-style ethereality, and she uses Eastern spiritual terms like kundalini 
and chakras when talking about her responsibility to take ravers on an 
Ecstasy-enhancing journey. "People don't understand why they feel so good 
after a Sasha set. but he's doing something spiritual that he may not be aware 
of. and it leaves people feeling really healed. Science will prove it one day!" 
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SAY WHAT YOl I LIKE ABOUT TRANCE AS MUSIC, BIT TRANCE PEOPLE 

seem terribly nice. There's nothing resembling the sullen posturing of your j 

tvpical drum'n'bass DJ, or the techno auteur's pompous conceptualism. or ^ 
the cocaine-inflated egos that infest the house and garage scenes. 

Then again, for many people, "niceness" is precisely what's wrong £ 

with trance as a music and a culture. The rising popularity of mass- 0 

market trance mirrors the way rave culture has evolved from anarcho- § 

capitalist chaos into an efficient mainstream leisure industry. Even B-grade 3 

DJs can earn in the six figures, and the clubs are mini-corporations $ 

involved in merchandising deals, mix CDs. and club tours. Going to * 

raves in the early '90s was edgy, equally likely to result in unforeseen | 

adventures or some kind of disaster. Nowadays. U.K. superclubs such > 

as Cream and Gatecrasher offer a "safe night out"— safe being Brit slang q 

for "satisfaction guaranteed." but also indicating the predictability of £ 

the experience. 5 

And yet a new generation of club kids love it. Some of them identify with £ 

these leisure corporations so strongly they brand themselves in allegiance. s 

getting tattoos of the Cream and Gatecrasher insignias. Others choose the 5 

Mitsubishi logo— not in homage to the car. but to the "brand" of high-purity < 

Ecstasy that's synonymous with trance's second coming. Even the illegal J 

end of the rave industry, the drug manufacturers, have got their act 5 
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TRANCE BUYER'S GUIDE: EIGHT ESSENTIAL SETS 



If it's Tuesday, this together to put out a predictable product. [See "E- 
must be Belgium: testing." page 119.] 

DJ supastars John [q the end, the trouble with mainstream trance is 

Digweed and Sasha. , , 

basically that it s got no Dionvsian madness, no real 

rock'n'roll in it. For that, you've got to turn to the 
underground and to raves like El Cuco. Stefan, a lightlv bearded 21-vear-old 
who's flown in from New York despite a sprained knee, boasts that "psv- 
trance isn't scared to go extremely evil." When he saw bands from leading 
U.K. label Dragonfly play at a Synthetic Sadhus rave in New York, "they 
scared the living shit out of me. Then the party got closed down at 7:30 a.m., 
and I was in such a state that I went outside and latched onto the first per- 
son I saw. I ended up spending six hours with this drag queen— just telling 
her anything and everything. But it s always an adventure!" 

There's something inspiring about the willingness of psv-trance devo- 
tees to embrace that sense of adventure. Between airfare and whatnot. El 
Cuco fans have each shelled out anywhere from S600 to S1000 for what's 
basically two trance all-nighters. In addition to the international talent 
lineup, their S100 admission ticket gets them a freshly bulldozed camp site, 
rudimentary toilets and showers, and... that's about it. 

So why do they come? 1 start to understand in the final hours of El Cuco's 
second night. At dawn, the German outfit X-Dream are still in full-on dark- 
side mode, grinding out the harshest sounds of the entire weekend, at times 
little more than a vast blare of distorted kickdrum and pummeling bass. A 
willowy blonde with waist-length tresses rocks out dementedly. stamping 
her feet and flailing her arms, mouth contorted midway between smile and 
snarl. She grabs her headscarf-wearing girlfriend by the hand, and thev 
prance in a full circuit around the dance floor, like Greek maenads cele- 
brating the rites of Pan. The look on the girls' faces explains everything, a 
strange mixture of fiery-eyed glee, defiance, and triumph. It's the "we made 
it" look— as in "we made it through the night" and "we made this, this scene, 
this adventure." It's what dance culture, at its best, is still all about, nn 
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1 VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Harthouse: The Point of 
No Return Chapter 7 
(Eye Q/American, 1994) 
The pioneering Frankfurt 
label's first compilation 
documents trance's 
early somber severity— 
from the snake orgy of 
Roland 303 acid riffs in 
Hardfloor's "Hardtrance 
Acperience" to the 
malevolent bass drone 
of Arpeggiators' "Free- 
dom of Expression." 

2 VARIOUS ARTISTS 
The Best of Platipus 
(Platipus, 1999) 
Platipus's cinematic 
trance shoots the lis- 
tener on a frictionless 
trajectory through 
glistening soundscapes 
with comically kosmik 
titles like "Hidden Sun 
of Venus" and "Two 
Full Moons & a Trout." 

3 VARIOUS ARTISTS 
The Sound of 

the Hoover: Energy 
Anthems 92-97 
(TEC, 1997) 
Unearthing a gold mine 
of turbo-mental sound 
midway between dark- 
trance, hardcore, and 
the Euro-gay style Nu- 
NRG. Hoover sucks up 
nuggets galore, includ- 
ing the deadly shimmer 
of Trope's "Ampheta- 
mine" and Commander 



Tom's perennial iron- 
sterpiece "Are Am Eye." 

4 VARIOUS ARTISTS 

The Classics of Super- 
stition Vol. 1 and Vol. 
2 (Superstition, 1998) 
Spiritual without being 
sappy Superstition rep- 
resented the lighter side 
of first-wave trance. 
Killer cuts: the surging 
vistas of Humate's "3.1 " 
and the enchanted 
flutter of Marmion's 
"Schoneberg." 

5 VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Dementertainment 
(Twisted. 1998) 
Twisted is the U.K. home 
of mind-bending psy- 
trance and painful puns 
(see Hallucinogen's The 
Lone Deranger). Going 
loco with the effects 
units, Simon Posford, 
X-Dream. Walter Ego, 

et al., hurl you into a 
maelstrom of paint- 
wheel spatter-swirls and 
wriggly curlicues. 
Tweaked out. 

6 PAUL VAN DYK 
Vorsprung Dyk Tech- 
nik (Deviant, 1999) 
Triple-CD overview 
sweeping up van Dyk's 
own bittersweet classics 
("Words," "For an 
Angel") and celebrated 
remixes (New Order. BT, 
Humate), Vorsprung 



traces the evolution of 
a sound and a vibe: 
spangly and halcyon, 
like your first MDMA 
experience. The title 
translates roughly as 
"getting ahead with 
technology." 

7 PAUL OAKENFOLD 
Tranceport Vol. 1 
(Kinetic, 1998) 
More drug paraphernalia 
from the Mr. Big of 
global Ecstasy culture, 
who beat-mixes and key- 
matches with his usual 
relentless professional- 
ism. High-gloss frippery 
includes Greece 2000 s 
beatific "Three Drives 
on a Vinyl" and Binary 
Finary's misty-eyed 
"1998." 

B MOONTRIBE 
Sound Without Walls 
(City of Angels/ 
Fragrant, 1999) 
Five years of SoCal 
desert rave magick com- 
memorated in one 74- 
minute mix, this CD also 
works as a compact 
history of trance's Gaea- 
worshiping, ethnodelic 
side (see Eat Static's 
"Forgotten Rites," with 
its muezzin-wailing 
samples and feverish 
hand-percussion). Music 
for parties with straggly- 
bearded didgeridoo 
players. S.R. 
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Introducing MILKY WAY MIDNIGHT Seductive!/ bold chocolate, golden caramel 
and vanilla nougat. All covered up without any tricky hooks in the back. 



www.SeizeTheNight.net 




IT'S RAVERS VERSUS EVERYTHING IN GROOVE, THE FIRST ILLEGAL-WAREHOUSE-RAVE-PARTY 
MOVIE IN AMERICAN CINEMATIC HISTORY. (GUESS WHAT? RAVERS WIN.) BY MIKE RUBIN 




Convrinhted material 



Perhaps it was only inevitable that rave would have a movie to call 
its own. After all. everv previous pop-music movement has 
eventuallv had the opportunity to ogle itself on a giant screen— 
from Rock Around the Clock (rock, silly) to The Harder They Come 
(reggae) to Wild Style (hip-hop)— so why not electronic dance music? 
Rather than merely use the rave scene as a backdrop or plot gimmick 
(like Go and Trainspotting, which w r ere as loosely connected to 
the actual subculture as a pair of baggy pants). Groove, the debut film 
by writer/director Greg Harrison, is the first American feature to 
seriouslv attempt to portray rave culture: no far-fetched criminal 
subplots, no heavy-handed antidrug moralizing, no comely Dntrson's 
Creek costars. The question is. can Groove be to dance music what 
Saturday Sight Fever was to disco, or will it be more like what Lam- 
bada. The Forbidden Dance was to. well, lambada? And. more 
important, how are candy ravers going to eat popcorn with pacifiers in 
their mouths? 

Set in the San Francisco underground rave scene. Groove's entire 
narrative transpires over a single evening. An email announcing an illicit 



to make. Everybody was excited about the script and tried to say 
it was something new. but they wanted to add a gun or gang violence, 
or thev wanted someone to die of a drug overdose. I remember being 
across the table at a meeting and this guy was saying, 'Yeah. I really 
think this script has something. It's unique, we haven't seen this before, 
it's an untapped market. But can we add a gun?" 

Resolving to make the film independently, he joined up with 
producer Danielle Renfrew through a mutual friend he'd met at a 
rave. The pair drew up a business plan modeled on Internet startups 
and began attracting Web-based investors, eventually raising more 
than two thirds of their funding via online hookups. "There's a real 
connection between the geek community and the rave scene," says Har- 
rison. "These people who we were approaching saw our approach to be 
very similar to theirs." 

Harrison and Renfrew's insistence on keeping it local attracted 
the interest of Wade Randolph Hampton— founder of the Domestic 
Recordings label and a veteran West Coast rave promoter— who 
signed on as music supervisor and also appears in the film under his 



BREAKING AND ENTERING 



warehouse break-in party is posted on the sfraves list, drawing hundreds 
of would-be revelers— and dozens of interwoven subplots— to an 
abandoned building. The sundry protagonists (played by a group 
of mostly unknown actors) must battle their pasts, their inhibitions, 
the cops, the crossfader. tardy jet-set D)s. Ecstasy goggles, and the 
myriad complexities of pulling off a big illegal party. Although 
hampered by some skittish acting and a script that occasionally fails to 
zip along at a suitablv fast BPM. Groove is bursting with enough 
knowing details— from the botched map directions to the Direct Beat 
12-inch being slapped on the turntable— to effectively capture the energy 
and chaos of a rave. All that's missing is the smell of Yicks YapoRub. 

The 30-year-old Harrison, a veteran film editor and former raver, 
began writing the script in 1996, basing the story on his experiences 
helping to plan similar break-in parties with the San Francisco 
underground rave collective Friends and Family. His goal was to 
create an authentic portrayal of the San Francisco ambience, but while 
Groove would eventually involve local scene members in various 
production capacities. Harrison met with some initial resistance from 
the subculture he was intending to portray. "I got a lot of emails from 
people I never knew." he recalls, "saying. 'You shouldn't do this, this 
is wrong, you're going to screw it up and ruin it for all of us.' They were 
incredibly protective, and rightfully so. It's a scene where most people in 
it feel like it's been sensationalized and marginalized and vilified 
constantly, so it just kind of proved what I initially thought, which was 
that I was going to have to be pretty careful." 

Once the script was finished. Harrison tried to get the film off 
the ground in Los Angeles. "Everyone was interested in a rave film," 
savs Harrison, "but nobodv wanted to make the film that I wanted 



nom de spin. WishFM. Besides helping the pair score an appearance 
by British club legend John Digweed. Hampton arranged onscreen 
D) performances by San Francisco scene stalwarts Forest Green and 
Polywog. "They've done an effective job of getting the ABC's 
across here." says Hampton of Harrison and Renfrew's efforts. "Whether 
or not the hardcore core scene likes it or not. a partv just like this one 
took place in lots of different cities all over the United States last 
Saturday night, on a very parallel scale. I think that's why people are 
reacting to it." 

When the film premiered at Sundance last January, audiences danced 
in the aisles and the vice president of Sony Pictures Classics offered 
to buy it on the spot. It's no coincidence that Groove arrives at a moment 
when electronic music has stealthily— but thoroughly— permeated 
the mainstream. Yet while techno has been the subject of documentaries 
like Modulations and Better Living Through Circuitry and infused the 
soundtracks of films like Pi and Run Lola Run. Groove is the first feature 
to embrace the subculture wholeheartedly, unrepentant drug use and ail. 
To attract already-converted rave enthusiasts. Sony is helping to 
pump up the film's website with live DJ sets and streaming audio, and 
Harrison plans to throw Groove parties in each city the film premieres 
in with a focus on local DJs. Yet the question remains: Will the general 
public embrace a film about a movement on the cultural margins? And. 
if the film fails to deliver boffo box office, will Variety run the headline 

HICKS XIX GLOWSTIX PIX? 

"The scene and the culture has been developing over ten years now." 
says Harrison. "There's some history to it. some complexity to it. 
and some awareness of it in the mainstream culture. It's the time 
for this film." h 
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BEHIND THE MASSIVE SPIKE IN AMERICAN ECSTASY USE IS A GLOBAL SMUGGLING 
AND DISTRIBUTION SYSTEM. A BRIEF LOOK AT WORLDWIDE SUPPLY AND DEMAND 

BY MARK SCHONE AND DAVID J. PRINCE ! ILLUSTRATIONS BY GARLAND LYN 



North America 



1. Washington, D.C. 
American Ecstasy is Dutch Ecstasy, 
says Joe Keefe. the U.S. Drug Enforce- 
ment Agency's liaison to Europe. 

"I don't know what the percentage is. 
but the vast majority comes from the 
Netherlands." While there are labs in 
the States, he explains, they're tiny com- 
pared to their Continental counterparts. 
"The big European labs can produce 
hundreds of kilos a day." He won't 
speculate about the amount of product 
flowing into the country but points to the 
steep increase in seizures, projected to 
nse 15-fold this year. 

U.S. Customs says seizures are up 450 
percent from 1998 to 1999 and project 
a further 1,500 percent increase this 
year. 350.000 pills are intercepted in all 
of 1997, versus 2.9 million in the first 
two months of 2000. In February. 
Customs announces it will have 13 
dogs trained to smell Ecstasy by March. 

2. Oakland, California 

In the mid-'90s, E-friendly raves in the 
East Bay get so big they birth a new 



name, "massives," but Oakland police 
begin to crack down on the 10.000- 
strong warehouse parties here. Across 
the bridge in San Francisco, the police 
department threatens to close venera- 
ble after-hours institutions because of 
alleged open drug sales. 

3. Phoenix 

Cosa Nostra squealer Sammy The 
Bull" Gravano is nailed as the financial 
brains of Arizona's largest E ring. The 
three dozen suspects arrested with him 
include his family and members of the 
Devil Dogs, a skinhead gang known for 
barking when they assault non-whites. 
Authorities accuse the ring of moving 
20.000 to 25.000 pills weekly, the 
product Gravano's dealers sold, how- 
ever, was part of a large stash of poor- 
quality pills that wholesalers couldn't 
move before the Dogs got involved. 

4. Chilliwack. British 
Columbia. Canada 

Police find a sophisticated Ecstasy lab 
in a basement in an affluent neighbor- 
hood. There are enough ingredients on 



hand to make 2 million pills. One reason 
such labs are uncommon across the 
border m the United States is that a 
quirk in U.S. law means penalties are 
much harsher for manufacturing the drug 
than for importing and distnbuting it. 

5. Cleveland 

Popular products include the 
omnipresent Mitsubishi, Blue Dove. 
X-Men. and even a brownish powder (!) 
called ma huang that is herbal Ecstasy. 
The yellow Mercedes, supposedly 
high-grade, is often counterfeited. 
Toronto seems to have been a major 
source of Cleveland's E. at least until a 
major arrest last July. 

6. Los Angeles 

Gel caps are seen more on the West 
Coast than elsewhere. Recent pressed 
pills found in Southern California 
include Motorolas, microdots, and 
green Calvin Kleins. 

7. Houston 

Last December, U.S. Customs agents 
nab an American and a Brit at Bush 



Intercontinental Airport with 1 million 
small white pills stuffed in 70 small bags. 

S.Tijuana. Mexico 
A German scientist with a Ph.D. sets up 
an E factory just over the border from 
San Diego that makes 1.2 million pills 
monthly. He is found with enough 
ingredients to make 4 to 5 million units. 
He had been planning to retire soon 
on a nest egg of $10 million. 

9. San Bernardino. California 

In December. 700 pounds are shipped 
from France to an address here: agents 
intercept 100 pounds of it at FedEx's 
Memphis hub, the biggest U.S. bust ever. 

10. Miami 

Last July, wiretapping cops in three 
countries break up an unorthodox 
Jewish smuggling ring. Dealer Sean 
Erez would buy pills from labs in 
Amsterdam, Netherlands; a pair of 
Orthodox Jewish recruiters would find 
mules in New York City, almost all shel- 
tered young Hasidic men. They would 
tell the Hasids they were smuggling 



Cop 




19. Chicago 

Common Ecstasy brands in the 
Midwest include red CKs (which 
also turn up in Denver and Nashville), 
white diamonds, Chinese luvs, and 
Stars of David, also found in Los 
Angeles. 

20. Toronto 

At Pearson International Airport, 
more than 1 10.000 pills, nine times 
the total seized there in 1999, 
are discovered in seven incidents 
this January alone. "You would think," 
Canada Customs spokesperson 
Duncan Smith says, "the word 
has gotten out that we're watching 
for this stuff." 

21 . Newark, New Jersey 
Last October, three unclaimed 
suitcases from Amsterdam on the 
Newark airport carousel yield 

106 pounds of ecstasy, the biggest 
haul in U.S. history— until the record 
is broken two months later. The 
200,000 pills are stamped with the 
image of Buddha. 



diamonds, then send them to meet their 
contacts in Brussels. Paris, or 
Amsterdam. The ring moved more 
than 1 million pills. 

1 1 . Atlanta 

In November, eight Americans on a 
flight from Amsterdam attempt to smug- 
gle 100.000 E's into the States. Seven 
thousand of the pills are found sewn 
into a Winnie-the-Pooh doll. "There's 
no excuse." fumes U.S. Attorney Doug 
Jones, "for implicating Winnie-the-Pooh 
in a drug conspiracy " 

12. Denver 

Brand names include Ferrari. 007. Sex 
X. and the worldwide perennial 
Mitsubishi, cut with speed here. The 
Mercedes sometimes includes heroin, 
sometimes LSD. 

13. Ann Arbor. Michigan 

A 1999 University of Michigan study of 
teen drug use finds most categories 
down or stable— except Ecstasy, which 
is up nearly 50 percent. Among high 
school seniors, nearly 6 percent report 



Ecstasy use. compared with less than 
4 percent in 1998 

14. Florida 

South Florida is enjoying a renewed 
love affair with E. because recently 
the quality has improved greatly. In 
the mid-'90s. Miami Ecstasy turned 
from MDMA into a cocktail of coke 
and phenobarbital and then a melange 
of ketamine. meth. coke. Xanax, and 
heroin. A year ago it turned back 
into MDMA. Last summer, authorities 
intorcepted 11 couriers at three 
different Florida airports carrying loads 
as large as 50 pounds on flights 
from various European cities. 

1 5 Queens. New York 
In February. 61 people in four states 
go down in a case that the feds 
use to bolster their theory of a 
Russian-Israeli-Dutch connection. Six 
Israelis are tracked as they smuggle 
100,000 hits weekly from Dutch 
and Belgian labs into New York City. 
They're busted with 300.000 pills 
and $550,000 cash. 



1 6. Ottawa 

Canadian Ecstasy has Dutch roots, but 
much of it is just passing through. "The 
greater portion of what was seized this 
year seemed to be going to the U.S.." 
acknowledges Leo Vaillant of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police. But there's 
a healthy market for local E: the RCMP 
took down a half-dozen labs last year. 

17. Tallahassee. Florida 

In last fall's Operation Heat Rave, cops 
bust more than 1.200 people at 57 
clubs and raves across the state. Thirty 
percent of the entire U.S. drug supply 
enters the country through Florida: 
those familiar with E distribution note 
that many pills seem to appear in Florida 
first and then work their way north. Flori- 
da's drug czar, Jim McDonough, agrees. 
"There seems to be a flow line and a 
network." he says. "Once a pattern has 
been established it tends to endure." 

18. Boston 

Ten percent of teens in the Northeast, 
the highest percentage in the country, 
admit having taken Ecstasy. 
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Europe and the Middle Easr 



1 Amsterdam. Netherlands 

In late 1998. alter years of adulterated 
knockoffs. a superpotent brand of 
MDMA called Mitsubishi, likely manu- 
factured in the Netherlands, restores 
the drug s rep and brings kids back into 
the clubs worldwide. The pills are so 
pure they cause several deaths. Rumors 
spread that Mitsubishi comes from 
some new secret superlab in the 
Netherlands that produces old- 
fashioned, pure MDMA in huge quanti- 
ties. In order to compete with Mitsubishi, 
other ptllmakers have to increase their 
MDMA content, and the quality of 
Ecstasy shoots up everywhere— tempor- 
arily. Real Mitsubishi, which contains 
136 milligrams of MDMA, is still being 
made, but most of the Mitsubishi in 
circulation today is counterfeit. 

Centrally located, ober-tolerant Holland 
is the world's single largest source of 
Ecstasy. Thirty-five labs are busted in 
Holland in 1999. A senior Dutch police 
officer admits to U.S. drug czar Barry 
McCaffrey that "Holland is to synthetic 
drugs what Colombia is to cocaine." 



By 1993. 100 international drug gangs 
operate in the loose atmosphere of 
Holland. The market possibilities of drug 
and sex tourism draw the Russian 
mob like a magnet. They also begin 
buying the city s "coffee shops" and 
"smart shops." With the help of Eastern 
Europe's many unemployed chemists, 
they also make synthetic drugs (Poland 
is Europe's speed factory), but they 
usually get their Ecstasy from the local 
labs m the Benelux countries. They then 
deal the Ecstasy worldwide with the help 
of their Israeli cohorts. 

2. Limburg, Netherlands 

In 1999. the Dutch find 20 labs and gal- 
lons of poisonous chemicals dumped 
on the ground in rural areas like this bor- 
der province. Sometimes they only find 
the labs because there's a loud noise. 
"Only through an explosion." one cook 
told a Dutch newspaper, "can you learn 
how to make Ecstasy properly." 

3 London 

In Apnl. the Drugs Advisory Committee 
reports that 500,000 Brits, or 1 percent 



of the U K s population, use Ecstasy 
each weekend. Among clubgoers. 86 
percent report that they are either on E or 
planning to drop some. Though rates of 
E use dropped between 1996 and 1998. 
they began rising again in the Mitsubishi 
era. especially among the young. Eight 
percent of 16- to 19-year-olds profess 
experience with the drug. 

4 Berlin 

The Bundesknminalamt (the German 
equivalent of the FBI) estimates that 90 
to 99 percent of German E originates in 
the Netherlands. 

5. Lausanne. Switzerland 

A Swiss court overturns a prison sen- 
tence for a man who dealt 1.000 
Ecstasy pills, ruling that Ecstasy doesn t 
lead to antisocial or criminal behavior. 
The decision echoes a trend throughout 
the European Union toward the Dutch 
"harm reduction" model of drug control. 
In the late '90s. the U.K.. Germany, and 
France, all with newly elected liberal 
governments, move away from prose- 
cuting drug users. 



6. Paris 

Once it's pressed into pills or encapsu- 
lated. U.S.-bound product doesn't 
always go through the Amsterdam air- 
port. Couriers slip over the invisible 
national borders and fly from cities in 
bordering countries. Mules come from 
as far south as Lisbon. Portugal, and as 
far east as Berlin, but many choose to 
head for the States via Paris. 

Medecins du Monde, an international 
public-health advocate, tests 95 pills 
and capsules sold as Ecstasy in France. 
Only one quarter contain MDMA, and 
half of those are mixed with speed or 
opiates. Twenty-five percent are straight 
amphetamine, and 40 percent contain 
prescription and/or over-the-counter 
medicines. 

7. Rotterdam. Netherlands 

Ships bring the Ecstasy ingredient PMK 
(piperonylmethylketon) into port under 
false papers from India, Pakistan, and 
China. It also comes overland, via 
Germany, from Belarus. Poland, and 
the Czech Republic. Before controls 
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were imposed in Western Europe in 
1995. PMK cost 250 guilders ($152) 
a liter. Now it costs 6.000 ($2,553). 

8. Jerusalem 

In a near-mirror of a ring cracked four 
months later in New York City, police in 
Israel. Belgium, the U.S.. and the 
Netherlands arrest 49 members of a 
smuggling operation that used young 
Orthodox Jews as mules. One million 
pills are seized. 

9 Hamburg. Germany 

One in ten German teens admits to 

having taken Ecstasy. 

10. Cumbria, U.K. 

Eight labs are taken down in the U.K. 
during 1999. One of them had £36 
million ($55 million) worth of E and 
amphetamines on site. Chemists were 
being paid £10.000 ($15,000) a day to 
stir the brew. 

1 l.Zilina. Slovakia 

In February 1999, Slovak customs 



officers stumble over two-and-a-half 
tons of E-ingredient chemicals, 
enough to cook 20 million quality 
doses of MDMA. Six months earlier, 
the Czech police arrested 17 
people— two locals and 15 Dutch 
nationals— in a drug- and chemical- 
smuggling operation that stretched 
from the Ukraine through Poland and 
Germany and into the Netherlands. 

12. Ibiza, Spain 

Young Europe's summer party 
island is the first stop in a circuit 
that stretches to Goa, India; Bali. 
Indonesia: and the beaches of 
Brazil. The first landing was 
established by acid-housing 
Londoners in 1987: now nearly a 
half million Brits descend on the 
Mediterranean island every 
summer. With them come Dutch 
drugs and British dealers, servicing 
an Ecstasy market worth $60 million. 

13. Moscow 

In the corrupt, money-grubbing, 



Darwinian chaos of the post-Soviet 
era. the Russian mafia becomes a 
transnational juggernaut, expanding 
from Moscow to branch offices 
as far afield as Jamaica. Chemical 
ingredients for Ecstasy travel from 
Eastern Europe through Germany 
to labs in the Netherlands and 
Belgium. 

In February 2000, three gallons 
of so-called liquid Ecstasy, probably 
GHB. are found in the cabin of 
a Russian Air Force plane about 
to take off for the Asian republic 
of Tajikistan. The colonel who 
placed it there faces a seven- 
year sentence. 

14. Haifa. Israel 

Local bar names on a strip north 
of town tell you what Israeli youth are 
into: Ecstasy. Amsterdam. Viagra, 
and Heaven. A single rave here 
can draw as many as 50.000 kids- 
nearly 1 percent of the total national 
population. 



INSIDE 
DOPE 

WHAT'S IN THAT PILL 
ANYWAY? 

Emanuel Sferios first saw the 
green triangles at an Oakland 
massive last September. When he 
shaved a little powder off the tri- 
angles and dropped testing fluid 
on the scrapings, they began to 
smoke, then seven seconds later 
turned purplish black. The ravers 
gathered around him believed 
the triangles were real Ecstasy- 
pure MDMA— but the smoke, 
the delay, and the black color 
meant the kids were dangerously 
wrong. The pills were DXM. a 
powerful cough suppressant that 
is still being sold nationwide as 
Ecstasv. That night there were 25 
medical emergencies, more than 

double the norm for giant Bay 
Area warehouse events. Ambu- 
lances came for nine victims 
with severe serotonin syn- 
drome— 105-degree body temper- 
atures, shaking, rolling eyes, 
seizures. "It was an extremely 
frightening situation." remem- 
bers Sferios. "I'm amazed that 
these people fully recovered." 

Ecstasy— and the medicine cab- 
inet's worth of substances sold 
under that name— has become so 
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Asia and Australia 



1. Goa, India 

After Ibiza. Goa is the second station on 
the hugs-and-drugs circuit. The state of 
Goa is overrun with European and Israeli 
ravers who dance on Anjuna Beach all 
night and sleep all day. Sometimes they 
never make it back home, having been 
relegated to a mental hospital or the local 
prison, a 16th-century Portuguese relic 
called Fort Aguada. 

2. Jakarta. Indonesia 

As a former Dutch colony and a magnet 
for young tounsts, Indonesia is a natural 
E zone. The huge Indonesian expat colony 
in Holland ensures a wealth of airiinks and 
willing couriers. The Indonesians have 
also learned the recipe— in September 
1998. local police bust a huge Jakarta 
lab that made 1.5 million pills monthly. 

3. Canberra. Australia 

The Australian federal police ask to 
establish a permanent overseas office in 
the Hague because of the Dutch Ecstasy 
flooding into Australia. It is a particular 
favorite of gay revelers at Sydney's huge 
annual Mardi Gras parade, and the 
police warn that the Sydney Olympics will 
only increase the flow. 

4. Bali, Indonesia 

The southeasternmost stop on the circuit, 
this isle caters to the roving rollers, as 
evidenced by restaurants with names like 
Ibiza and Goa 2000. Local cops guess 
that 50.000 pills come into the tourist 



hub of Kuta each month from Europe, 
and very little of it is stopped. 

5. Sydney, Australia 

Asia's obsession with speed spills into 
nearby Australia. Sydney dealers start 
selling ya baa, superpotent Asian meth. 
as Ecstasy. The new pills are smaller than 
E's and have no branding. Clubbers who 
think they've taken E can't sleep for days. 
Ya baa means "crazy medicine" in Thai. 

6 Bangkok, Thailand 
In October 1998. rumors circulate in the 
Thai capital that a "Dutch-Chinese scien- 
tist" is helping Wa tribesmen, just over 
the northern border in Myanmar. develop 
their own homemade Ecstasy. The Wa 
had previously stuck to cooking amphet- 
amines to satisfy Asia's huge speed 
appetite. The rise of local manufacturers 
is one of the reasons the Observatoire 
Geopolitique des Drogues, a Paris- 
based nonprofit that tracks worldwide 
narcotic consumption and trade, names 
Southeast Asia as "the most significant 
emergent market for Ecstasy." 

7. Brisbane. Australia 
A high-tech scanner finds traces of 
drugs on hydraulic equipment in a Bris- 
bane warehouse. Inside the machinery 
are 67.4 kilograms of E and nine kilo- 
grams of E powder. Australia's biggest 
bust. Gloating cops predict there will 
be no parties in Sydney that weekend. 
They are wrong. ■■ 



prevalent in this country that a 
grassroots movement has sprung 
up to identify the contents and 
quality of the drugs. Across 
Europe, where the Ecstasy scene 
is deeply entrenched, harm- 
reduction organizations deliver 
educational information, give 
free laboratory tests of pills, and 
encourage the use of cheap home 
testing kits. In Holland, a group 
called Unity screens 80 different 
pills a week. On the Internet, sites 
like Bluelight.nu give Ecstasv 
users a forum to share drug infor- 
mation and post the results of 
their own tests. 

Thirty-year-old Sferios is the 
founder and president of Berke- 
ley. California-based DanceSafe. 
Modeled after similar European 
organizations. DanceSafe is the 
first organization of its kind in 
this country— a nonprofit group 
that delivers nonjudgmental. 
fact-based drug info to clubgoers. 
"There's nowhere for youth to 
turn." says Sferios. "to find truth- 
ful, accurate information." To 
meet this need. DanceSafe dis- 
tributes home Ecstasy test kits, 
runs pill-testing booths at raves 
and clubs, and contracts with a 
DEA-approved lab in Sacra- 
mento to analyze pills sent in by 
users. The results of these tests 
are posted on dancesafe.org 
so users across the country can 
learn more about specific pill 
"brands." Ravers love it. Drug- 
abuse experts don't. 

"I don 't think testing is going to 
solve the problem." says Dr. .•Man 
I. Leshner. As director of the 
National Institute on Drug 
Abuse, he's in charge of a S54 
million campaign called Club- 
Drugs. org. NIDA hopes to stem 
what it sees as a dangerous 
increase in the number of hospi- 
tal admissions due to abuse of 
MDMA and the oft-held view- 
that Ecstasy is "the good drug." 
Dr. David Rosenbloom. a partner 
in the NIDA campaign, is more 
emphatic. "The problem isn't the 
impurities in Ecstasy." says 



Rosenbloom. "It's the Ecstasv 
itself. That's the poison. The 
notion that these testing kits can 
help is a pernicious fraud." 

MDMA can cause serious 
problems for some users (dehv- 
dration and overheating are the 
most common), yet overdosing 
on MDMA, which is a relative of 
speed, is rare. Many who OD are 
victims of either multiple-drug 
use or sketchy dealers, who cut 
their E with methamphetamine. 
ketamine. heroin, atropine, and 
other substances. The most dan- 
gerous adulterant is DXM (it's the 
active ingredient in Robitussin). 
which Sferios insists is currentlv 
circulating in millions of bogus 
pills. In a hot club environment. 
DXM. which suppresses perspi- 
ration and has a psychologicallv 
dissociative affect like ketamine. 
can be deadly even in small 
doses. "The people who are 
putting out these DXM pills are 
producing them in quantities 
much larger than any people 
who are putting out real Ecstasy 

tablets." savs Sferios. 

Home testing kits, like those 
distributed by DanceSafe and the 
Dutch-based E-Z Test, are a sim- 
ple and accurate antidote to 
bogus tablets. Although the tests 
can't indicate puritv or dose lev- 
els. Ecstasy users can at least 
know if there are other drugs pre- 
sent. They are also encouraged to 
share their findings with other E 
users. The effect, at least in Hol- 
land and the U.K.. has been pro- 
found, significantly helping to 
eliminate the influx of bad drugs 
into the market. "We started mak- 
ing kits because there was so 
much crap around." says AJ. a 
founder of E-Z Test. "People end 
up taking bullshit." 

"A test culture is starting." said 
Jason Taylor. 21. Bluelight.nu's 
administrator. "It will take a long 
time to have a significant effect 
on quality, but if users were to test 
all their pills, the amount of bunk 
in the market would decline very 
rapidly." m.s. and dj.p. 
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POOL PARTIES, HUMVEE LIMOS, AND FRENCHIES WITH SQUIRT 
GUNS: 24 HOURS AT THE WORLD'S BIGGEST DANCE-MUSIC BLOWOUT 
WITH LES RYTHMES DIGITALES FRONTMAN JACQUES LU CONT 

BY DAVID J. PRINCE PHOTOGRAPHS BY MATTHIAS C LAMER 

Every March. Miami Beach is taken over by the Winter Music Conference, a five-day dance-music fest 
where doing "business" entails dancing around bombed while the best DJs in the world spin from 
noon till 6 a.m. More than 6.000 artists, label flacks, media wags, and promoters schmoozed this year's 
WMC (up from 4.600 last year), along with thousands of party-crashers and curious spring breakers. But pop- 
ularity has its drawbacks: Getting into most clubs involved scams, fights, or "don't you know who I am?" 
fronting, making musical debauchery seem a little too much like work. In the spirit of the event. Spin spent 
24 hours stalking Les Rythmes Digitales frontman lacques Lu Cont— he of the faux-French persona. British 
accent, and superfun '80s electro— as he dutifully made the scene. Says Lu Cont: "I am Miami." 



4:00 RM. 

ARRIVAL 

With just three hours of 
sleep between last night's 
New York City gig and 
today's landing in Miami, 
Lu Cont and bandmate/ 
girlfriend Jo Reynolds hit 
Ocean Boulevard for 
some showing-out. "I'm 
feeling a little sick," 
Lu Cont says. "But don't 
worry— I've got reserves." 
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3:02 A.M. 

THE SHOW ON THE ROAD 
As the Hummer putters 
through spring-break 
gridlock, the 1 2-member 
Lu Cont posse demurely 
downs booze and bananas 
pilfered from backstage. 
Above, Lu Cont proudly 
recovers from his public 
de-trousering. 



4:20 A.M. 

PARTY NO. 3 
At Salvation, Armand Van 
Helden hammers the 
crowd with a relentless set. 
but Lu Cont is engrossed by 
the laser light show. "I wish 
I had something reflective on 
me," he says. "Next year, 
I should get mirrors 
implanted on my nipples." 
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5:38 A.M. 

REFUELING 
Rejected by three closing 
clubs ("I don't care if you've 
got Carl Cox with you— no 
one's getting in!"), the 
LRD crew heads over to 
Nervous Records' annual 
"Afterhours at Denny's" 
party. The fluorescent diner 
lights are declared "too 
scary." and everyone flees. 



9:45 A.M. 

THE BEACH 

Actual French DJs Cassius 
(far right) and friends 
battle their Gallic ennui, 
with super shooters. 




2:00 RM. 

HOTEL PARTIES 
Wall of Sound was supposed 
to throw a showcase at the 
Versace mansion, but 
"Donatella didn't call back." 
Instead, Lu Cont chills 
at the Marlin, then watches 
"Superjane" DJ Colette 
do double duty on the 
turntables and microphone 
at the Kent. 




4:00 RM. 

GOODBYE 
Going "From Disco to 
Disco" finally takes its toll. 
Lu Cont checks out "This." 
he deadpans, "was better 
than Ibiza." 
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THE OLD MAN 
AND THE MP3 

FIFTY-FOUR AND ORNERY AS EVER. NEIL YOUNG DISCUSSES HIS NEW ACOUSTIC 
ALBUM, THE BACKSTREET BACKLASH, NAPSTER, AND WHY CDs STILL SUCK 

BY ALAN LIGHT ILLUSTRATION BY LARA TOMLIN 



■K ■ eil Young stopped bv this year's South by Southwest music 
1^1 1 inference in Austin. Texas— which is kind of like Tony Soprano 
I vfl checking out a neighborhood game of cops and robbers. Because 
when it comes to the values of independence, experimentation, and 
innovation that SXSVV champions. Young. 54. set the standard by which all 
indie, alt. and neo-roots kids are measured. 

Taking advantage of a day off during the Crosby. Stills. Nash & Young 
reunion tour, he was in Austin for a screening of Silver $■ Gold, a DVD 
documenting last year's solo acoustic tour that was released concurrently 
with his new album of the same name. Young sat down in a chilly, candlelil 
hotel room, overcoat buttoned, his trademark unruly mane relatively short 
and neat, to discuss boy bands. Web technology, and some of the twists the 
sweet, intimate Silver 6- Gold album took over the past few years. 

Spin: Was the initial plan to make this a completely solo record? 
Neil Young: At one point I thought of doing an acoustic record, just me 
and my guitar. When 1 returned from the H.O.R.D.E. tour in 1997. 1 recorded 
some songs that way. But these songs didn't say that to me— they wanted to 
have music around 'em. So 1 flew some musicians out. 

At one point I was looking at kind of an acoustic-industrial type thing. 
I wanted to record acoustic sounds-water running, creeks, the sound of 
wind blowing— and manipulate those into samples, and generate them into 
rhythms. Then I wanted to take a bunch of little instruments that 
I bought from the United Nations stores and stuff— like a thumb piano and 
weird drums that you shake— and mic 'em so they sounded really big. I did 
one song like that, and 1 got pretty well along with it. But these songs 
weren't right to do that with. 

I still really want to do it. 1 want to get inside the acoustic tones and 
develop them the way you do with industrial noise tones. It's much easier 
to work with loud sounds— impressive, big, dangerous sounds. But to take 
fragile little sounds and make them so big that they're awesome, that make 
you seem like you're just the size of a pinhead-I want to change the 
perspective of the sound. 

You've always been concerned with the politics of the music business. 
Are you paying attention to Internet distribution issues: MP3. Napster? 

Yes, I'm very interested. First of all. the MP3 quality is a real disappoint- 
ment. It's a joke. 1 would never charge for that quality. The data compres- 
sion—it's a bummer. 

The fact that the tunes are being transferred around means that people 
who couldn't afford them are gonna be able to hear them and be able to 
listen to them over and over again. But the thing is. the quality is not as 
good. And I'm quality-oriented. I would like to see the quality of CDs- 
well. I'd like to see CDs gone and DVD-Audio be the new standard. I don't 
care what anybody says: they made the bar way too low when they came 



up with the format for the CD. And music has changed because of it. 1 don't 
hear things that I want to listen to over and over again. 

In terms of sound or songwriting? 

It's all one thing. 1 used to really revel in listening to things. But now I don't 
find myself doing that. I listen to it and 1 go. yeah, that 's nice-but I'll never 
be able to really hear it. And MP3 and these other things are even worse. 

People are getting ripped off. I've been dealing with this digital revolu- 
tion for almost 20 years now. and 1 remember what records used to sound 
like- cause I made them. 

But the distribution issues don't bother you? 

It doesn 't faze me-1 couldn't care less. For people like the Napsters. it's fun 
for them to transfer these files around. It's kind of a counter-industry type 
of thing, which 1 appreciate— that's why I support it. I just feel sorry for 
them if they think they're getting the real thing. 

I've been ranting and raving about this for too long. It really shouldn't get in 
the way of the music. The music lives— it comes in a CD. Everybody listens to 
CDs. For me to go crazy because the quality isn't as high as I know it could 
be-it's probably healthy for people to hear a little bit of that, but not too much. 

Is there anybody out there you've been excited by? 

One of my friends brought over that Macy Gray album. There's something 
real going on there, a distinctive thing. 

What about all these teen pop bands? 

Hey. my 15-year-old girl wouldn't be caught dead listening to those things. 
Have you listened to any of them? 

Oh. I've heard the Backstreet Boys and Britney Spears— every once in a 
while I'll watch one of those videos. It's kinda like a toothpaste commercial, 
but there's no product. I mean, the product is the commercial. But it is what 
it is. It's slick. It's very visual, and. you know, everybody's cute. 

Any thoughts about working with Crazy Horse again? 

Sure. Yeah, it'd be fun. At this point, as far as playing really loud, and really 
rocking out. it can still be done. But it needs to be done the right way to avoid 
any more damage to my hearing. 1 have to be careful. 

Are you always writing and recording? 

1 started writing some new stuff in the last couple of weeks. 

Can you hear where it will take you? 

Not trying to. I'll just wait till 1 got the songs, and then I'll see what's 
happening with it. I don't know where I'm going. ■■ 
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NEVER MIND 

THE MMM-BOLLOCKS 

WITH THEIR SOPHOMORE LR THIS TIME AROUND, THE TEEN DREAMS ATTEMPT TO REINVENT 
THEMSELVES AS ROCK GODS. NICE IDEA, BUT WILL THE LITTLE GIRLS UNDERSTAND? 




It's a warm day in February, and Hanson are standing on a cliff over- 
looking downtown Pittsburgh. Isaac— a.k.a. Ike. "the tall one"-is helping 
his father take a photograph of the group for their website before the 
sun sets. Apropos of nothing, perhaps, but the restlessness of the adoles- 
cent mind. Zacharv— a.k.a. Zac. "the little one"— is imagining the gruesome 
death of his older brother Taylor, a.k.a. Tay. "the hot one." 

Zac: Okay, so let's say he fell here. Most likely he would impale himself 
there, and then- 
Ike: You're obsessed with impaling. 

Zac: —slam into that tree. If he didn't die. let's say he breaks his legs, hits 
a few branches on the way down, and then lands in the road. 

Dad: Guys. Uiis is gonna be an award-winning picture, and my light— 
Zac: Then a Mack truck is coming, but his legs are broken— 
Tav: Why do I suddenly feel very awkward? 
Zac: —and he can't use his arms- 
Ike: You're psycho. 

Zac lets the image go. and Hanson turn as one to face the camera. They 
pose close together, spines erect, with a coolly regal hang to their shoulders 
and the smallest murmur of a breeze in dieir hair. Ike and Tay flaunt casu- 
allv perfect shags, the latter wearing a leather jacket, wallet chain, and a 
silver hoop through the top of his left ear. Zac. with his long ponytail and 
babv potbellv, sports a Chinese dragon T-shirt. They gaze into the camera 
with a slight squint that says: We. Are. Hanson. 

When Hanson assume the stance, they look as if they could call forth 
heat lightning and dancing genies. There's a reason they're stars: They are 
stars. It's their job. Paradoxically, they also seem keenly human right now— 
three adolescent boys consciously dressing hip. aware their bodies serve as 
visual munchies for a planet of fickle cannibals. Zac has sleep gunk on his 
evelashes and a zit on his chin: Ike has some minor spots, too. along with 
lovely, oversize hands (which he often contorts, mad-scientist-style, while 
making a point). Tay.. .well, when the de\il was handing out pretty, this kid 
got thirds. He's got the hair-flip and shy downward glance locked down. 
Even the spaces between his teeth are perfect. If I were his brother. I might 
harbor evil fantasies, too. 

HANSON' ARE HERE IN AMERICA'S STEEL CAPITAL AT THE LAUNCH OF 
the Big Media Push to sell their long-delayed new album. This Time 
Around. And the spin, as they say. is now- a bit different. The record is a 
reinvention that intends to maintain the group's fans in the teenybop 
nation while getting them accepted as a bona fide Rock Band by their post- 
pubescent peers. It's a bit of a crapshoot: Theoretically. Hanson could 
blow it with both camps. 

But as Hanson and their marketers know, teen-pop bands as such have 
a historicallv short life span. And coming of age entails certain risks. The 
first thing vou'll notice about the new Hanson is that these boys have been 
doing the pituitarv shimmv in the three years since "MMMBop" popped. 
Gone is the indelible image they presented in 1997: three girly-boy angel- 
babies in slightlv varied flavors of yummy-gummy. As their coproducer. 
Stephen Lironi. jokes. "Tav is 17. Ike is 19. and Zac is. like. 42. 1 think thev've 
replaced him with someone new since the last album. He's huge." (For 
the record, Zac is 14.) 

Hanson's evolution is partly hormonal, partly by design. They ignited 
the teen-pop coup d'etat that gave us Spice Power. Backstreet Culture, 
and that N Sync-ing feeling. Between their 1997 debut. Middle of 
Xowhere. and a few half-baked quickie follow-ups (the 1998 demos/out- 
takes collection 3 Car Garage, the 1997 Christmas album Snow ed In. and 
the concert record Live From Alhertane). they sold around 15 million 
records and got butt-rich. But they were also lumped in with all the pre- 
fab fives and nonwriting vocalists. They had some hipster cred thanks to 
the Dust Brothers, who produced "MMMBop." and filmmaker Mike D 
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They've come for your daughters— 

and their mommas, too: 

Tay, Ike, and Zac give deep (ace. 




spouse Tamra Davis, who shot the video. But like all acts who hegan as 
pop sensations, from the Beach Boys to the Jackson 5. they've felt the sting 
of being dismissed as "little-girl music." 

Now Hanson want to prove themselves. On This Time Around, they wrote 
all their own songs and coproduced the album with Lironi (who's produced 
Britpoppers Space and Black Grape) and Aerosmith vocal arranger Mark 
Hudson. And while their metamorphosis is hardly on the order of Pet 
Sounds, it's a guilty-pleasure pop record with bite. The group's shiny hooks 
and harmonies are intact, but Tavlor's maturing blues-diva croon is chan- 
neled through a classic-rock-radio mix: cowbells, a Hammond B-3 organ, con- 
gas, electric guitars, and a gospel choir. If Hanson must enter the groove-rock 
realm of the Black Crowes. Blues Traveler, et al„ at least they're packing 
enough pop hooks to hang their elders. Even more welcome, thev bring to the 
Total Request Live sweepstakes genuine musicianship, teen songs from 
the hearts of real-live teens, and whip-smart personalities. 

For example, over the course of our time together. I learn that: 
I Hanson dig Shakespeare's sonnets. 

2. Tay is reading The Philosophy o f Andy Warhol: From A to B and 
Back Again. 

3. Thev hate Madonna's cover of "American Pie." 

4. They worship the Beatles. 

5. They worship Beck Hansen, who is no relation (although David Camp- 
bell—Beck's dad— has done their string arrangements since Nowhere, and 
Beck's DJ Swamp provides scratching and samples on This Time Around]. 

6. Ike thinks "MMMBop" is "a pretty dark song, if you listen to the lyrics." 

7. Ike further thinks TLC's "Unpretty" was an "MMMBop" rip-off. ("They 
even had the arpeggiated guitar!") 

1 also learn that the group has cultivated some surprising boosters. For 
one. Blues Traveler's John Popper plays harp on the new record. The Grate- 
ful Dead's Bob Weir— who met the band when they asked lo jam with him 
last year at New York City hippie hangout Wetlands— is also a fan. "Hanson 
are the real thing," Weir says. "It'll be interesting to see if the youth of .Amer- 
ica want music that speaks to them and not for them, or if they want candy- 
coated horseshit." 

Still, it must be said that in a teen-rock street rumble, the Donnas would 
kick Hanson's ass. "We're not rebels." Tay admits. "What would we rebel 
against?" Kid's got a point. Hanson escaped the traditional American 



rock incubator: crappy schools, lame parents, and girls who wouldn't talk 
to them. They were mostly schooled at home in Tulsa; their parents let 
them turn the living room into a practice space; and they've been heart- 
throbs pretty much forever. These are happy, clean-living Christian 
youths. Lironi. a Scotsman, mt rvels that Hanson don't even drink beer 
yet. But he has plans. "I'll get them doing that on the next record. It'll be 
tequila stammers and peyote. Hanson go psychedelic, a journev to the 
center of Tulsa!" (Look out. Fit ming Lips.) A tireless role model. Lironi 
did get Tay and Ike smoking Cuban cigars in the studio— "and they'll only 
smoke Cubans." 

For the record. Hanson's main monkey at the moment is coffee— prefer- 
ably vanilla lattes, taken any time of day. In the van back to the hotel from 
our hilltop photo shoot. Ike makes tweaked gestures with his hands and 
mimics a speed freak: "You go to the Coffee Bean in L.A.. and go back to 
the hotel and you've got this antsy feeling, like. ivoiv.'This is a great... 
morning!" But he adds. "I'm not an addict. I am a social drinker. I can 
stop anytime, all right?" 

Somewhere. Behind the Music crews are standing bv. 

AS PART OF THE PROMO DRILL. HANSON MAKE AN APPEARANCE AT A 
Pittsburgh mall. Despite expectations of around 750 people, thousands 
show up from as far away as Seattle and Canada— "screaming as if their 
corneas were being pierced by shrimp forks." as the local paper will later 
describe it. Hanson personalize each autograph, but the fans get impatient 
and aggressive, grabbing at the boys' clothing and hair. Overheated little 
girls faint. A 40-ish mom jumps Tay, wrapping her arms around his neck, 
and is pulled off by two bodyguards. 

The next morning, we meet for breakfast in the opulent lobby of the 
Westin William Penn Hotel. Talking about the mall scene. Zac imitates a fan 
tugging on his Elvis iron-on T-shirt: "You go, 'Please— I know this shirt isn't 
very expensive. But it has some sentimental value!' " 

"I was concerned about my leather jacket." says Ike. slurping latte. "I've 
had this leather jacket for a long time." 

"The kids have their heads on their shoulders." says Zac. "It's the parents 
that make everything so screwy. There's a mom with six kids in a van, and 
she's driving 90 down the highway, chasing your van. You're going. 'You're 
going to kill all these kids.' Or there's some guy and his daughter, and you're, 
like. 'We can't sign anything, we've gotta get to a show, and he's, like 
(assumes the voice of Satan as channeled through Linda Blair in The 
Exorcist): ',Yooo.'This is my daughter!" 

"It's actually a good sign, though." Tay reasons. "People will do anvthing 
for their kids. Anything. But it's scarv. Bad for us." 

If Hanson sound a little bit like whiners. consider the Nabokovian under- 
side of the adult psyche to which they are regularly exposed. Parents often 
expect Hanson to do as they're told, like good boys, while also crushing out 
on them. For instance, at dinner the previous night, the GoodFellas-style 
manager of the Italian restaurant introduced us to three middle-aged moms, 
all shouting. "Our daughters love you!" After autographs, the tall blonde 
started rubbing Tay's upper arm and blurted in a Tourette's-like flash. 
"I think they're hot! I thought they were hot then, and I still think they're hot!" 
I ask Hanson if they 've ever dated someone too old for them, and Tay shoots 
back. "Yeah, well, me and that mom came back last night—" 

"That's so gross'." Ike howls. 

"Dude— what was she, like 30?" says Ike. 

"She was like 40!" Tay snaps. "She's too old to be saying that: that's just 
weird. It wouldn't matter if she was 19—" 
"Well, 19 would be totally different...." 

The waitress comes by our table with juice, calls Taylor "ma'am." and 
asks patronizingly if "we" need "more time with the menu." After 
she's gone, Tay says in a sultry voice, "Little time alone with the 
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"IF YOU'RE ASKING IF THERE'S GOING TO BE ANY YOKO ONO 
ACTION IN THIS BAND, THE ANSWER IS NO." ZAC SAYS. 



menu. Me and the menu gotta get to know each other a little better." 

Tay. this writer duly notes, has— consciously or not-developed into quite 
a flirt. One can only imagine the wreckage when this boy starts dating. 

UNLIKE MOST TEEN IDOLS. HANSON GOT THEIR MUSIC-BIZ DISIL- 
lusionment early. Their manager. Christopher Sabec. met them in 1994 at 
the South by Southwest music conference when he was an attorney and 
grad of the Athens. Georgia, music scene. The Hansons— then eight. 11 and 
13— were going up to bizzers on the last day and asking if they could sing 
for them. Sabec listened and eventually quit his job. moving to L.A. to shop 
them around. And around. "We got rejected by 14 labels." says Sabec with a 
little swagger in his tone. 'They all heard the 'MMMBop* demo. Mercury 
[which eventually signed them] passed on us twice." 

After their success, Hanson had the power to call certain shots. The broth- 
ers obviously love to tell this part of the story. We are walking through a run- 
down neighborhood in Pittsburgh at sunset, having momentarily lost the 
Velcro entourage (Dad. the two label reps, the tour manager, the driver). 

"Here's what happens." Taylor explains, flipping back his hair and curl- 
ing it behind an ear. "You're a new band. The label is ready to put money 
behind vou. but the truth is. they're afraid. So they [hire] these people that 
write hit songs.' But on this record we didn't have that problem." 

Ike. doing that nervous palm-kneading again, continues. "Part of it was 
that the label was falling apart [due to the Universal Polygram merger]. And 
we were like. 'Yeah! We're making a record!' And they're not in control of 
their situation enough to say anything." 

"It's nice." adds Zac. "when there's no A&R guy going. The chorus needs 
to come over 14 times!' Or. Y'ou've got to make the lyrics happy! " 



While Hanson's little rap on artistic integrity might sound a bit spin 
doctor-ish. it's refreshing to hear from these teen millionaires. If little Leif 
Garrett and all the other child-star casualties had talked like this, the Holly- 
wood Hills would be far less haunted than they are. 

Hanson's upbringing was a vaguely Darwinian experiment of extended 
stays in South America and the Caribbean spent listening to Time-Life 
rock'n'roll compilations. (Their father. Walker, was an oil-company exec 
before becoming the Hanson family historian and unofficial manager.) 
After they moved back to Tulsa, their mom. Diana, decided to homeschool 
them. Thus, Hanson (and their younger, nonperforming siblings Jessica. 
Avery. Mackenzie, and new baby Zoel have spent inordinate amounts of 
time together. They usually travel as a unit, and they all moved to L.A. 
while the band was recording. Says Lironi. "It's such a big family that they 
make their own reality wherever they go." 

Asked about the trio's petri-dish togetherness. Ike crinkles his forehead 
and looks at Tay. "It sounds kind of creepy that we spend as much time 
around each other as we do. But it's like you're hanging out with your 
buds or something." Genuine anti-Gallaghers. Hanson won't even do 
individual interviews. Says Tay. "We've chosen to focus on the fact 
that it's three people, and not—" 

"Taylor 1 ." Zac jumps in, snapping his fingers. 'When are you gonna do 
your solo album?" 

It's a telling moment (as shown on the cliffs earlier. Zac specializes 
in telling moments). Tay. as frontboy and No. 1 pinup, has been the 
Michael-elect of this Jackson 5-ish clan from the get-go. But at 
the moment, there are no signs of rupture. It seems no outsider can 
penetrate this trio's inner sanctum. 
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But what if. one speculates-given the collective rages of puberty here— a 
girl were to enter the picture? 

"If you're asking if there's going to be any Yoko Ono action in this band, the 
answer is no." Zac throws down. "Not to compare ourselves to the Beatles." 

The trio here launch into one of their mind-melded monologues: 

Ike: You're looking out for each other in relationships— 
Tay: In life— 

Ike: Bocnusp somntimps you gpt blind tn thp fart that mayhp this person, 
as sweet as they may be. may also— 
Zac: Have a split personality. 

Ike: Maybe it's like. "Dude, she doesn't respect you enough." 
Tay: You kinda help each other be aware of that stuff. 
Ike: I was dating a girl off and on for a while. We were never reallv 
boyfriend-girlfriend. At one point I just realized it wasn't quite right. 
And Tay and Zac kind of helped me— 

Zac: We knew that for a while. But to answer your question directly, no. 
we're all single. 
Ike: Unfortunately. 

One worries this fraternity might be a Sam Shepard play in the making. 
But for now. they all remain their brothers' keepers. 

ON OUR LAST AFTERNOON TOGETHER. THE BOYS WANT TO SEE THE 
Andy Warhol Museum, since Ric Ocasek— ex-Car. production consul- 
tant on This Time Around, and a former friend of Warhol's— has told 
them all about him. 



"What Ric told us was that Andy Warhol could have been a classical 
painter, but he chose to do pop art instead." Ike says. We survey a wall of 
the wigged one's signature colorized celebrities— Mao. Mick. Marilyn. 

Watching Hanson examine this display, you realize that they're as much 
spectators to the American celebrity parade as anyone. Pondering one of 
Warhol's Campbell's Soup pieces. Ike waxes philosophical: "Sometimes art 
doesn't mean anything— like a song, it just rocks, or it's funny. Part of it 
could be a joke on people who are trying to find meaning in it. Like Beck- 
some of it's almost as much a joke on the critics as it is an artistic reflec- 
tion of who he is." 

There's a sincerity to most of This Time Around that Beck, for one. 
could never approach. But it does raise an old question: How does an 
artist locate himself while living in a hall of mirrors— especially when 
he's still a freaking kid? 

Taylor has a speech on this subject. "We're not special. We're just lucky 
people liked our record. This could all go away tomorrow." 

True enough, but c'mon: You are special. 

"Yeah, but if you start thinking that way. it can really screw with your 
head." Tay protests. "If it wasn't us. it would be someone else." 

Maybe musicians need to tell themselves these pretty half-truths to stay 
hungry and. most of all. to remind themselves that one's public image is a 
stupid place to plant one's soul. 

As he winds up his humility exercise. Tay could be channeling the ghost 
of Warhol's beloved Marilyn: 

"Fame is not reallv about vou. It's not about who vou are." 

Somewhere. Behind the Music crews are watching a good story slip 
through their fingers. 





Visit Spin.com in May and let Incubus 
give you their snowboard! 



It's a rainy March day In Dallas, and Brandon Boyd and 
Mike Einziger. singer and guitarist for the funk-metal 
band Incubus, are standing in the hallway of modern 
rock station KEGL, where they're about to do a quick 
interview. Incubus have an album. Make Yourself, on the 
Billboard 200. attract large, rabid crowds at record-store 
appearances, and have sold out most of their 22-city. one- 
month tour. They have clocked time on 1998's Ozzfest 
(which they will join again this summer), Korn's Family 
Values tour (also in '98). and this year's Sno-Core with 
System of a Down. But apparently the members of this 
Calabasas. California, quintet are not famous enough to 
register with the brace-faces camped outside a Total Request 
Live taping at MTV's studio in New York City. 

"When we were in New York." Einziger says. "I walked by 
MTV, and there were all these girls with Backstreet Boys 
signs. One girl was holding an Incubus poster, and I just 
walked right by her. She had no idea who I was. and she's 
holding a poster of my band." 

Prepubescent love for these guys may come sooner than 
they think, thanks to MTV's relentless hammering of the fre- 
netic video for their first single, "Pardon Me." which capi- 
talizes nicelv on Boyd's smoldering, bare-chested foxiness. It 
also doesn't hurt that Incubus— which also includes bassist 
Dirk Lance, drummer )ose Pasillas. and DJ Chris Kilmore— 
play a radio-friendly brand of sludgy hard rock not unlike 
Bush or Live but bolstered by Boyd's alterna-bellow vocals, 
bone-crunching riffs, flossin' hip-hop beats, and skittering 
turntable textures, all of which have propelled Make 
Yourself to gold status. 

"When the album first came out. we got threatening 
letters from fans like. 'You sold out.' " Boyd says. "It's like. 
'We sold out a long time ago. man.' " The band's self-released 
debut. 1995's Fungus-Amongus. was. by their own admis- 
sion, "a little too Primus." and their next album. 1997's 
S.C.I.E.N.C.E.. was straight-up late-'90s aggro neo-metal. 
"This is the first time we've made a record that sounds like 
us." Einziger says proudly. 

Make Yourself, produced by former R.E.M. midwife Scott 
Lift, takes pains to avoid nu-metal's sonic stereotypes. "The 
album is more melodic." Litt says. "But it also has the beats 
and the turntable action, which came together in a really 



good way." He's referring to everything from the 311-ish 
arena anthem "Pardon Me" to "Batdestar Scralatchtica"— 
a three-way D] battle featuring Jurassic 5 D)s Cut Chemist. 
Nu-Mark. and Kilmore. 

The band began in 1991 when Boyd. Einziger. Lance, and 
Pasillas— then tenth-graders at Calabasas High School— were 
asked to compose and perform a song for English class. The 
result "sounded like a Red Hot Chili Peppers rip-off." recalls 
Boyd. When asked to play a party, they realized they needed 
a name. An incubus is a demonic creature with an enormous 
penis that has sex with women while they are sleeping, 
often killing them by piercing their womb. It wasn't the 
worst name they could have chosen, says Lance, "but it was 
the third or fourth worst." 

Two years out of high school. Incubus slogged it out open- 
ing for hair bands on the Sunset Strip. They signed to Epic in 
1996. but it wasn't until they brought in Kilmore (from 
battle crew Jedi Knights) in 1998 that things began to gel 
and they found themselves where they are now-enjoying 
their first taste of fame. 

Four of the bandmembers have known each other since 
puberty (they even finish each other's sentences). They are 
also preternaturally nice, with hobbies that would befit 
Hootie & the Blowfish rather than your average metalheads. 
They listen to Bjork. the Police, and Roni Size. They read 
books without pictures. Lance swears the best thing about 
touring is "getting to throw away your socks after every 
show." Einziger is a recent golf convert and insists that 
today's interview should have been conducted at a driving 
range. He also admits that, as a youngster, he wanted to be 
leg-warmer-lovin' Leroy from Fame, dancing on the tables 
in the school cafeteria. Boyd, appropriately, wanted to be 
Peter Frampton. "I saw that Sgt. Pepper movie about 15 
times," he says. "When I heard the Beatles' versions. I was 
like. 'Who ore these people?'" 

So Incubus probably won't challenge Buckcherry for the 
title of Most Debauched Band in Rock. When asked what 
time the band's set begins tonight at Dallas club Deep Ellum 
Live. Boyd says earnestly: "1 hope it's around 9:30." He looks 
genuinely disappointed when the tour manager informs 
him that showtime is 10:15. "We like playing early." Boyd 
says, "so we can get to bed at a reasonable hour." n 



BY JOE GROSS PHOTOGRAPH BY ANDREW HETHERINGTON 

CALIFORNIA 
DEMON 



FRIENDS SINCE HIGH SCHOOL, VALLEY BOYS INCUBUS ARE GETTING PLENTY 
OF PROPS FOR THE RIFF-HAPPY, GROOVE-MINDED HARD ROCK ON THEIR THIRD 
ALBUM, MAKE YOURSELF. NOW IF ONLY THEY WOULD ACT LIKE ROCK STARS 
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Cabin Fever 

SUBURBAN TEEN ANGST RARELY COMES ACROSS ONSCREEN LIKE IT DOES 
IN DAN WATERS' SCRIPT FOR THE CULT CLASSIC HEATHERS. WATERS IS BACK, 

DIRECTING HAPPY CAMPERS, WHICH IS SURE TO BE ABOUT ANYTHING BUT 
PHOTOGRAPHS BY COLLIER SCHORR FASHION BY CAROLYN B. MARX 



Knit sweater by Sportsrobe. Opposite, shirt by American Eagle Outfitters. 
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REVIEWS1234567S910 



0) 

n 



2 

31 



9 



■ 
it 

to 



a) 

(0 
B 



■= 

re 
- 



■a 
a 
it 
m 
c 
ai 



■c 
re 



a; 

re 
e 

E 
a 
= 



re 



5" 



- 

re 



a 
n 



CI 

c 



I 




HIPPIE TRAILS 



Phish ditch the jams and 
find their roots 

by Jon Dolan 



And so I ask you: Friends, hipsters, 
countrymen, what have these gentle, 
turry people ever done to you? Did 
Phish ever throw anyone down a flight 
of stairs? Do their summer festivals 
turn into Nuremberg rallies? Is it the 
smell? It's the smell, isn't it? Sorry: 
When you're the pie-eyed pipers of 
millennial hippiedom. the stank sorta 
comes with the terntory. But while we 
were holding our noses. Vermont's 



"Grateful Dead of the '90s" became 
the most consistent rock-brand of the 
decade. Six gold or platinum records 
without a whiff of interest from radio 
or, ha, MTV; one million concert 
tickets sold in 1999: more copycats 
than Nirvana. What gives? 

Well. Phish aren't just a rainbow 
gathering with a kickass merchandis- 
ing department. Jerry's Kids stuck in 
Generation X-Lax. they've translated 
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the communal gaga of the '60s into 
the hyper-aware meta-language of 
the '90s. Ironic polymaths given to 
live covers of Chumbawamba, Will 
Smith, and the Talking Heads' 
Remain in Light, keepers of an 
insiders-only mythology weirder 
than the Wu's. passionate crusaders 
for a slacker subculture, they're as 
porno as they are trippy-dippy. 
They're Pavement— only with fleas. 

But there is this whole business 
of sucking— and. no, I'm not allud- 
ing to cross-dressing drummer Jon 
Fishman's live vacuum cleaner 
solos. I'm talking about the Zappa- 
esque wank-romps in 43/91 time 
elegizing nimble-toed gnomes and 
existentially conflicted ewes; key- 
boardist Page McConnell's insis- 
tence that Bruce Hornsby invented 
jazz; singer/guitarist Trey Anasta- 
sio's wooden vocals; Fishman and 
bassist Mike Gordon's inability to 
punch up the damn beat. Basically, 
most of their output— from 1988's 
hilariously unwieldy two-CD debut, 
Junta, to 1996's Billy Breathes, 
where former Smiths producer 
Steve Lillywhite pimp-slapped 
them into a classic-rock listenability 
they've slowly improved on since— 
falls under that heading. 

Nearly twaddle-free, the 11th 
album from jam-rock's graybeards 
is their best yet. Steeped in roots, 
it's Phish's spacious, less cob- 
webbed vision of the Dead's 1970 
post-hippie pastoral. American 
Beauty. Phish songs have never 
been as direct; their playing never 
more restrained. Most remarkably, 
on the lyrical front, Frodo has left 
the building to make room for a 
relaxed vulnerability and hard-won 
self-awareness. 

"Welcome, this is a farmhouse / 
We've got cluster flies, alas," Anas- 
tasio sings against swelling country 
rock at record's opening. It's a nice 
way to enter a neo-agrarian travel- 
ogue and a perfect metaphor for 
Phish's early fantasy-rock— joyous 
escapism hamstrung by annoying 
tripster slapstick. But Anastasio, 
whose singing feels especially 
empathetic, savors the realism. He 
grabs a throwaway line ("I never 
ever saw the Northern Lights / 



I never really heard of cluster 
flies"), dangles it above the music, 
and elicits more genuine emotion 
than ever before. 

Then we start savoring things, 
too. In the buoyant arterna-shimmy 
"Heavy Things," the Happy Mon- 
days have group sex with the Steve 
Miller Band. The evanescent "Piper" 
sunbursts with Jerry-curling jangle 
and McConnell's illuminations. 
Rooted in Dylan chords and 
softened by strings, the Keatsy sui- 
cide paean "Dirt" sneaks up on you 
like the last minutes of a really 
good Felicity. And while lines like 
"There've been times when 
I wonder / And times when I don't / 
Concepts I'll ponder / And con- 
cepts I won't ever see" (from "Bug") 
induce stupor, Rock Guitars and 
organs a la the Velvets' "New Age" 
give the doofiness a weird sanctity. 

But something's fishy in par- 
adise. They wanna get fonky, and 
confusing American Beauty with 
American booty never works for 
Phish. They've always struggled to 
understand the boogie— touring 
with soul-jazzers Medeski Martin 
and Wood, rehearsing Meters 
tunes, covering golden-era Stevie 
Wonder. But while you can take the 
jams out of Vermont, you can't take 
Vermont out of the jams. The New 
Orleans-ish "Gotta Jiboo" has no 
bounce, "Back on the Train" 
chugs'n'chugs without working up 
any steam, and album-ending 
tunes "Sand" and "First Tube" 
grind vamp into faerie dust. We 
wanna buttshake, but all we get is 
Little Feat in Birkenstocks. 

This groove-groping eventually 
becomes the sound of good inten- 
tions slipping through their fingers, 
of Utopia disappearing like a ripple 
in Dave Matthews' champagne 
glass. But if Phish's problem has 
too often been a smarmy refusal to 
accept the bummer-ass reality we 
all soldier through, Farmhouse's 
fumbled unmasking reveals a hu- 
mane face that, grizzled as it is, 
meets ours, humbly grinning with 
no-bullshit connection. They've 
found a place where we can sit for 
a spell around the hookah and lose 
ourselves. In spite of ourselves. M 
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SLEATER-KINNEY 

ttll Hands on the Bad One 

(Kill Rock Stars) 

' It's time to do battle for the planet 
of the apes. On last year's The Hot 
Rock. Sleater-Kinney suddenly 
became sheepish about pounding 
folks over the head. Yo La Tengo 
producer Roger Moutenot stepped 
in, every track had to have a differ- 
ent guitar tone, and it took a dozen 
listens to fully hear thunderbolts 
like "Burn Don't Freeze." But after 
the Woodstock putsch, thoughts 
of subtlety have faded. "I gotta 
rock!" Corin Tucker preens in All 
Hands on the Bad One's opener, 
"Ballad of the Ladyman." You want 
cocky, she'll give you cocky. 

Then Sleater do rock: Drummer 
Janet Weiss shows off her muscles 
on the surf safari "Ironclad," Tucker 
dementedly preaches the title 
track, she and guitarist Carrie 
Brownstem crank jittery leads into 
"Youth Decay," and all three break 
into unprecedented group har- 
monies for the atomic pile driver: 
"You're No Rock'n'Roll Fun." 

Inevitably, the record's clear pur- 
pose risks didactic moments: 
Tucker actually sings "culture is 
what we make it" at one point. But 
the sheer-stockinged grooviness 
of the sound ("Leave You Behind" 
practically twinkles), and those out- 
landish vocal sneers, obliterate any 
impulse to be grim. "Milkshake 'n 
Honey" finds Tucker straying into 
art-addled PJ Harvey territory, only 
to deliver a hearty Bronx cheer. 
Who can resist rockers with a 
sense of mission who put on their 
go-go boots and fake fur when it's 
time to start playing rough? 

By the way, that's Tucker in a 
Wild West bordello outfit on the 
cover of Cadallaca's new EP, Out 
West. In that group, a collabora- 
tion driven by Sarah Dougher's 



lurid organ playing, she keeps 
things even simpler, bumping and 
grinding through fantasies like 
"Out West" and "The Trouble With 
Public Places." (For a quieter storm 
see Dougher's new The Walls 
Ablaze.) Records like these— or 
"Mass Teens on the Runs" by Brat- 
mobile singer Allison Wolfe's new 
band. Deep Lust, or Kathleen 
Hanna's new group, Le Tigre— 
have become the most satisfying 
way out there to lose your head 
without having to grit your teeth. 
Lots of people feel rock deserves 
to die for its sins. Sleater-Kinney 
and their pals are the music's best 
character witnesses because they 
know there's only one way to 
redeem it: with a higher grade of 
blasphemy, eric weisbard 




TRINA 

Da Baddesl B'"h 
(Slip N Slide/Rtlanlic) 




TRACY BONHAM 
Down Here 
(Island) 



Does anybody really wanna be 
the queen bitch? As the protege of 
ascending Miami booty kingpin 
Trick Daddy, hardass hopeful Trina 
comes with tight rhymes slung 
perkily over the poppiest in South 
Florida deep-bass quakebeats. 
Her "Baddest Bitch" trip is cute 
and a lot more convincing than 
Missy's "She's a Bitch." But 
Trina's really here to satisfy our 
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The Counting Crows! 
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TEEN ANGST 
(WHAT THE WORLD NEEDS NOW) 

THIS IS CRACKER SOUL 

I SEE THE LIGHT 



GET OFF THIS 
SWEET POTATO 
EURO-TRASH GIRL 
SHAKE SOME ACTION 
SWEET THISTLE PIE 
I'M A LITTLE ROCKET SHIP 
BIG DIPPER 
SEVEN DAYS 

BEEN AROUND THE WORLD 
BE MY LOVE- 
HEAVEN KNOWS I'M LONELY NOW 
EYES OF MARY' 

s4tso auailaUe: 
Gentleman's Blues 
The Golden Age 
Kerosene Hat 
Cracker 
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Jukebox Culture by Joshua Clouer 

Where My Girls fit? 



For one shining moment the modem-rock revolution 
was gonna be led by bands with two frontwomen. 
It was a shape unknown before late-'70s DIY margin 
eers the Raincoats. Lihput. and the Slits. But by 
1996. having broken some hearts, thrown 
some muses, bloodied some valentines.and 
done some breeding, such lineups spanned 
the soundwaves, from the bubbly shoegaz- 
ers of Lush to the buzzy blitz of Elastica, 
from the polished post-gmls of Veruca Salt 
to the riot-forged Sleater-Kinney. Girl or boy, 
bands with no use for a spotlight were a nat- 
ural product of punk-rocks collectivist poli- 
tics. But such formulas are particularly likely 
for women rockers, says Sleater-Kmney's 
Carrie Brownstein. "There's a sense of 'let's 
do this together, in an egalitarian way.'" As 
of a handful of years ago. it seemed 
inevitable: The heirs of punk and sister- 
hood would inherit the radio. Together. 

But that was an infinity ago as the pop 
flies. Lush dissolved. Veruca's Louise Post and Nina 
Gordon grew apart or blew apart; ditto Donna 
Matthews and Justine Fnschmann of Elastica. Okay, 
those bands were just a moment, not a Utopian dream. 
But it's hard to watch things fall apart. 

"A label wants the band to have a leader." Brown- 
stem continues. "Especially on a major label, the 
pressures are divisive. " As the cash flows, the pres- 
sure grows. Brownstein's musical partner Conn 
Tucker adds: "Girls are taught to compete for the 
prettiest guy and so on. When there's a lot of money 
Involved, these pressures are intensified by a hun- 
dred million. You get all these label guys saying, Oh, 
she's great.' Relying on each other can get replaced." 

And really, the biz is better at selling lone stars. 
Moneymen feel safer betting on whoever sang the 
last hit than trusting the alchemy of volatile cou- 
ples. The public gaze tends to fall on one hero, even 
when the posse's righteous (nobody thinks PE is 
Flavor Flav's band). And the media are better at 
delivering the single image: one face to photograph, 
one ass for Conan's guest chair. Small wonder 
1996's pairs got broken. 

Yet not obliterated. In fact, almost everyone's back 
this season. But almost no one's sharing anymore: 
Nina Gordon's solo, leaving the Veruca Salt brand 
name to Post. Elasuca's just Justine and friends. And 
somewhat sorrowfully, the records sound how you'd 



expect. Veruca's Resolverisa reminder that, as Nina 
once sang, "the Seether's Louise": angry, rumbling, 
with almost every song about a bad breakup, wink 
wink. "I'm allowed now to become an adult," Post 




coulda been a contender: Veruca Salt circa "Seether." 



says via phone. But she also waxes about the dream: 
"Women staying together, not selling each other 
out — shit, we choked." 

Elastica's The Menace is equally past-haunted. 
There are thrills and chills, but Frischmann's turned 
her buzz-shock guitar on an ancient historical debate: 
Lacking Donna's cheeky seduction. Justine delivers a 
position paper on art-school punk circa 1981. as if the 
struggle to define new wave were still relevant. 

Only Sleater-Kinney has held it together — Brown- 
stein and Tucker's collaborative partnership has out- 
lasted Lennon and McCartney's. On Ali Hands on the 
Bad One. the familiarity breeds a good-groovin' 
pleasure, as if the fierce tensions of 1996's Call the 
Doctor have been (for now) resolved. 

Nina Gordon's Tonight and the Rest of My Life, 
finally, bets everything on the timeless seduction of 
girl pop: love me, love me, I'll give you candy and a 
billion harmony tracks. It's a winning wager. Opener 
"Now I Can Die" is as hook-laden as a night at the 
Apollo, and astonishing in how completely it erases 
her rock conception to make room for some dream- 
boat: "I am the girl and he is the guy," she coos, 
beautiful and apparently irony-free. "I never dared to 
be simple and wise / Surprise surprise, he opened up 
my eyes / 1 understand everything, and now I can 
die. " Another great pop song, another success story 
for the single girl. ... h 
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jones to finally get inside the mind 
of one of those previously pimp- 
scripted Miami freaks— to hear 
Luke rebuked. A businesswoman 
with a flow like Shante run through 
a digital compressor. Trina is as 
likely to pull out a spreadsheet as a 
nickel-plated 45 ("Got 20 grand, 
you can screw me / Got a hundred 
grand, we can make a movie"). 

Which doesn't mean she can't 
come correct with a little moral for- 
titude. Her idea of multitasking 
might be a "quick fuck on the trunk / 
When I'm dead-ass drunk." but 
she "don't get high" and backdoor 
men get the ill no-no ("many try / 
But I pass"). And, as with Dirty 
Southerners from Ray Charles to 
OutKast, the church is always lurk- 
ing in her steamed-up rearview. 
So, after spouting "I'm gettin' paid / 
Yeah, to fuck a man!" like a hoodoo 
child crashing a Sunday-school 
social, Tnna goes out with a 
lament, pleading for a savior to 
"take me to a place where..." 

Where anointed boho-bad girls 
like Tracy Bonham go when they 
mature into happily marned produc- 
tivity and the 'edgy" anthems of their 
youth become oldies. Long before 
Trina was donning her first thong, 
Tracy was the bile of the ball, defin- 
ing radio-ready revolution-Bitch- 
style circa 1996. Here the Lilith 
ax queen who zoomed her vulnera- 
ble vox into BTOverdrive on 
"Mother Mother" reemerges with 
feminism-Shania-style-now, belting 
over Mitchell Froom's tasteful 
industrial grinds and her own 
Heart-y hair metal progressions. 
She still sets the dial on Feisty for 
tunes like "Behind Every Good 
Woman." But you get the sense 
that she'd rather just 'fess up and 
take her place among the once 
vituperative, now contemplative 
likes of Ani, Alanis, and Aimee 
Mann. Cuz really, being a bitch can 
be such a bitch, laura sinagra 




GIANT SAND 

Chore of Enchantment 

[Thrill Jockey) 



Anyone who's heard Giant Sand 
frontman Howe Gelb unravel his 
fragile songs onstage knows how a 
work-in-progress can be a holy 
thing. For 20 years and some two 
dozen albums, the 47-year-old 
Tucson, Arizona, recluse has been 
noise-folk's lo-fi nomad, a campfire 
prophet favoring authenticity over 
polish, and an elegantly shambling 
performer in love with improvisa- 
tion, found sound, and fate. 

The dreamy Chore of Enchant- 
ment, then, is as startling for its tech- 
nical gloss as its emotional wallop. 
Expertly coproduced by Memphis 
legend Jim Dickinson, PJ Harvey col- 
laborator John Parish, and indie whiz 
Kevin Salem for mini-major V2, which 
dropped it at the last minute, it's eas- 
ily the band's most "finished" work. 
But don't worry, old-timers: Gelb 
hasn't gone all Hollywood on your 
ass. Chore is steeped in his distinct 
roots messthetic, just recorded bet- 
ter: The feedback-etched "(Well) 
Dusted (for the Millennium)," the Wurl- 
rtzer wah-wah groove "Temptation of 
Egg." and the endearingly clumsy 
drum loop that grounds "Wolfy" all 
evoke Neil Young refracted through 
the Lain Playboys' opaque soul music. 

Chore's haunting intimacy seems 
to unfold from the sweet, lingering 
heartache of 1998 s Hisser. a Gelb 
solo project recorded after the death 
of slide guitarist and longtime collab- 
orator Rainer Ptacek. Examining com- 
passion and the redemption in sur- 
render. Gelb edges his gnm, gravelly 
voice toward weary resignation, spin- 
ning lines like "If I ever ask you over / 
Just give me...no reply" like a true bad- 
lands realist. Maybe all those years 
in the desert have finally uncovered 
some answers, suzanne mcelfresh 




NEIL YOUNG 
Silver & Gold 
(Reprise) 



"I don't know what I'm doing / My 
software's not compatible with you," 
Neil Young moans on "Without 
Rings," the last song on his 36th (!) 
record. But don't worry; going 
broadband is the very last thing on 
grungepappy's mind. Silver & Gold 
isn't a high-tech side trek like 
1982's Trans, a tribute to videogame 
sonics. This is the homespun, 
acoustic Neil Young— harmonicas 
up, guitar solos down. And though 
it can feel a bit slight, he hasn't 



sounded as lucid, or as confident, in 
years. Young's folk side often 
comes out in reactionary, frightened 
moments. Think of "Heart of Gold," 
where the harp-sucking strummer 
nervously sang "and I'm getting old" 
at the tender age of 27. He was 
searching for love and running out 
of time. But now here he is, much 
closer to Willie Nelson's age than 
Dave Matthews' and still wondering 
how to dispel his doubts and go with 
the flow. 

"Old man crossing the road / You 
gotta let him go," Young sings on 
"Daddy Went Walkin' " as he potters 
down the highway side. He day- 
dreams about reuniting his first 
major band on "Buffalo Springfield 
Again." He broods about changin' 
times on "Distant Camera." It's all 
modest stuff, but he's so deep in the 
sentiments that the songs never feel 
too casual. The music is equally 
wise, with Young directing a cast of 



graying studio lawn jockeys— drum- 
mer Jim Keltner, bassist Donald 
"Duck" Dunn, organist Spooner 
Oldham— to hold back, relax, and 
keep it simple. What emerges is a 
precise, light-handed record that 
feels like warm wind on the back of 
your neck, pushing you into Lord 
knows what kind of tomorrow. Soon 
enough a new president, a fresh 
carload of teen-pop brats, or a 
bursting-bubble economy is gonna 
trigger a fresh strain of horrible 
noise from the guy. But for now he's 
suspended in a state of temporary 
bliss, and we're all gonna miss it 
when it's gone, rj smith 




ASS PONYS 

Some Stupid IVilh a Flare Gun 
(Checkered Past) 

' The Ass Ponys should have dis- 
appeared by now. The Cincinnati 
four-piece lucked into A&M backing 
for their third and best album. 
1994's Electric Rock Music, pro- 
duced real cheap by a homeboy 
from the Afghan Whigs. But the 
label sat on 1996 s The Known Uni- 
verse until it suffocated, which with 
"alternative" becoming a bad word 
would have happened eventually 
anyway. And though they re songful 
and down-to-earth enough for a 
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roots-rock niche, Chuck Cleaver 
of the hometown-gothic lyrics and 
homely-gremlin falsetto is pushing 
40. Bye bye bye. Only here comes 
the absurdly titled Some Stupid 
With a Flare Gun, produced real 
cheap by a buddy from Nashville 
and out on an alt-country indie, 
and suddenly Electric Rock Music 
is no longer their best album. The 
tunes are stronger, the beat too, 
and young guitarist Bill Alletz- 
hauser is all grown up. In memory 
of some fellow forgotten alt-rockers, 
there's even a rousing instrumen- 
tal fanfare-as-interlude called 
"Love Tractor." Remember them? 

But Ass Ponys fans are in it for 
the songs— and the singer, which 
is a big reason there aren't many 
Ass Ponys fans. Neil Young is 
adduced in defense of Cleaver's 
high Midwestern whine, but Young 
sings pretty, while Cleaver is 
love-him-or-leave-him expressive, 
locked into the vivid local colors 
of his lyrics— pained, tender, sar- 
donic, fallible. Here he leads with 
two tales of lost women— one 
hanging in the barn, the other in 
love with a dead astronaut she 
never met (as acute and forlorn as 
anything in his book)-and goes on 
to a dirt farmer's wife and the 
ghost of a fetus and a guy who's 
very proud of his third nipple. 

As with so many potential dis- 
appearing acts, it's clearly the 
words that keep Cleaver at it. 
He's literary, but with a differ- 
ence, because he doesn't want 
to write short stories about these 
suffering fools. He prefers to 
grant them a reality that testifies 
to the weird spunk and rough 
shapeliness of lives that aren't 
altogether imprisoned by the illu- 
sions they're prey to. He wants to 
make them into rock'n'roll. Noth- 
ing else will do. Robert christgau 




LTJ BUKEM 
Journey Inwards 
(Kinetic) 




SPRING HEEL JACK 

Treader 

(Thirsty Earl 



Mutations in dance music are a 
lot like Hollywood special effects. 
The first time you see a new digital 
technique on the screen, your eyes 
almost pop out of your skull. But 
after a few more exposures, the 
trick is just a trick. Though great tal- 
ents can work wonders with old 
tools, evolve or die is generally the 
rule. Same with drum'n'bass. The 
first time most people heard those 
squirrelly. mighty beats, they were 
amazed, even a bit disturbed. But 
now, with the genre fractured, 
domesticated, and rather mori- 
bund—and with garage splicing 
jungle's tricks into fresh, housier 
forms— it's unclear whether there's 
much of an envelope left for would- 
be innovators to push. 

Spring Heel Jack and LTJ 
Bukem were two of the first "stars" 
of drum'n'bass's mid-'90s take- 
over bid, and their new releases 
see both probing the genre's pro- 
gressive tip. Bukem is still best 
known for mixing Logical Progres- 
sion, a watershed 1996 compila- 
tion that polished jungle's ruff rid- 
dims into smooth, shimmering 
sheets of ambient beats. Four 
years later (and two too late), 
his own debut, Journey Inwards, 
represents a further stage of 
gentrification. It isn't all upscale 
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FILE UNDER: HISTORY, INC. 




URRIOUS ARTISTS Gimme Indie Rock i/./(K Tei) URRIOUS RRTISTS MTU Presents 
Masters of the 1&2 > History's Greatest a/s(MTV Priority) If, 16 years ago, you told 
Husker Dii's Grant Hart that Zen Arcade's "Pink Turns to Blue" would be the lead 
track on a K-Tel comp. he would've asked for your dealer's phone number and sent 
you on your way. Yet here we are. Assembled by former Option publisher Scott 
Becker and indie guru-cum-corporate infiltrator Patrick Whalen, this two-CD 
anthology falls short of definitive for the reason all such surveys will: Indie is about 
idiosyncrasy, not consensus. But as a heartfelt mix tape of the genre from the mid- 
'80s to early '90s— including the Chills, Big Dipper. Scrawl. Eleventh Dream Day. 
Squirrel Bait, the Feelies. and Half Japanese's poignant "US Teens Are Spoiled 
Bums"— this will bend ears and jerk tears. Meanwhile. MTV, whose support of 
experimental DJ music over the years has been unflagging {psych!), gets some 
cheap branding action on Masters, a sort of Turntablism 101. Much respect for a 
disc that takes the current pulse from DJ Qbert. X-ecutioner Rob Swift, and set 
selector Peanut Butter Wolf, then backspins through classics by DJ Premier, Davy 
DMX, and Grand Wizard Theodore. But sorry— scratching out the intra to Wild 
Style's "Military Cut" ("A to the muthafuckin' Z") is chickenshit revisionism. History 
doesn't always come ready-made for Wal-Mart. 




FILE UNDER: RARE GROOVE. JAMAICA 



URRIOUS ARTISTS 308% Dynamite! (Sou\ Jazz import) Blame it on colonialism, but 
U.K. reggae comps beat U.S. ones nine times outta ten. Volume three of the Soul 
Jazz's '70s-centric Dynamite! series (see 100 and 200- ) kills it again, with classic 
grrrl joints (Althea & Donna's punk-era skank "Uptown Top Rankin." Lauryn Hill fave 
"Bam-Bam," by Sister Nancy), seminal dancehall robotics (Wayne Smith's "Under 
Me Sleng Teng"). and shameless covers (James Brown's "Make It Funky"— a. k. a. 
"Make It Reggae"-by Shark Wilson &the Basement Heaters, Al Green's "Here I Am 
Baby" by Al, urn. Brown). Available on vinyl for B-boys needing beat transplants. 




FILE UNDER: OKINAWA. UNPLUGGED 



TRKRSHI HIRRVRSU AND BOB BROZMRN Jin Jin/Firefly (World Music Network/ 
Riverboat) Most Japanese heads argue that their country's true musical soul resides 
south of Tokyo, in Okinawa, where hippie outfits like Shang Shang Typhoon and 
Shoukichi Kina and Champloose have long mixed rock, reggae, Hawaiian pop, and 
Japanese ramen into |am-band bliss-outs. Hirayasu did time with Kina and wrings joy 
out of the sanshm, a traditional snakeskin banjo. Here. Bob Brozman plays a poor 
man's Ry Cooder with good humor and great taste, weaving in slide-guitar lines 
while his partner sings beatifically about eating tofu. getting diarrhea, and asking his 
mom to do his hair (twice). Kinda like an Okinawan Jonathan Richman but without so 
much self-conscious schtick, thank Buddha, 




Infobahn: www.soundsoftheuniverse.com; post ^woridmusic. net 



REVIEWS CONTINUES » 




"HER BEST WORK 
SINCE THE FRACTIOUS 

BROKEN ENGLISH 
WENT PLATINUM AND 
ARGUABLY THE MOST 
POWERFUL, COMPLETE 
AND SATISFYING ALBUM 
SHE HAS EVER MADE" 
- THE LONDON SUNDAY TIMES 
MAGAZINE 



ES BY 
/ATERS, 



AVAILABLE AT: 




INSTINCT flttOHOS: 26 W. 1 7TH ST. ?502 
NEWYMK.NY ID01I 
• 

■iSTtTJCT SCO WUSERVtEOM 




REVIEWS 



schmaltz— the album often sounds 
succulent, as flutes and Rhodes 
keyboards melt into slick, almost 
noirish orchestrations. But once 
the beats kick in, many cuts coast 
toward tasty tedium. 

Spring Heel Jack's first record in 
three years. Treader. is more adven- 
turous. With their prog-rockish 
palette, the group has always 
seemed more interested in what's 
floating around the beats than the 
beats themselves. Here they play 
with melodic fragments, spacey 
interludes, and a cinematic range 
of textures. They also tip their hats 
to jazz: "More Stuff No One Saw" 
drives its moody sax line into the dirt, 
while "Winter" scores with a 
raunchy muted trumpet. The beats, 
alas, are mostly flat, and some of the 
most satisfying tracks succeed by 
moving into experimental no-beat 
zones. "1st Piece for La Monte 
Young" is dense with drones, while 
two bonus tracks from the import 
The Sound of Music EP (including 
a warped take on Coltrane's version 
of "My Favorite Things") are 
scratchy, weird, sampladelic won- 
ders. As with the richest cuts on 
Journey Inwards, drums and basses 
no longer hog all the screen time. 

ERIK DAVIS 
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THE THIRD EYE FOUNDATION 

Little Lost Soul 

(Merge) 

' The Third Eye Foundation's 
1997 debut, Ghost, kicked off 
with an unholy caterwaul-like the 
sound of bagpipes being tortured 
(if the sound of bagpipes being 
tortured is any different than the 
sound of bagpipes being played). 
Those sorts of ill winds blew 
throughout the album, and on top 
of them Third Eye (a.k.a. Bristol. 
England, native Matt Elliott) lay- 



ered stark breakbeats, toyed with 
them a bit, and waited for his 
ominous tracks to run out of 
steam. To his credit, it usually 
took a while. 

The fifth Third Eye album. Little 
Lost Soul, has its share of drones 
and white, witchy noise, but 
they're further down in the mix. 
Which forces you to note that this 
time out there is a mix, complete 
with foreground, background, 
and, in one case, verses and cho- 
ruses. The album's packaging— a 
cross between a lush, lugubri- 
ous, classic 4AD jewel-box book- 
let and the inner sleeve of Fleet- 
wood Mac's Rumours— suggests 
a willfully warped gothic imagina- 
tion, and the disc within turns 
dreams into flesh. Bell-tower 
clanging and Voix Bulgares over- 
tones assure us that if anyone 
ever makes a film out of Neil 
Gaiman's magickal Sandman 
comic book, Elliott's the guy to 
do the score. 

But what works in a comic 
book is often doomed to seem 
precious in pop music, and Little 
Lost Soul occasionally threatens 
to turn into the Fields of the 
Nephilim tribute album you hoped 
you'd never hear. Thankfully, 
Elliott saves his record by taking 
the rhythms as seriously as the 
atmospherics. Haunted strings 
and Gregorian chants dominate 
"Half a Tiger." but your ear is 
drawn to the percussion track that 
pops up about 70 seconds in. 
Either a tabla or a conga played 
with a stick, it cuts right through 
the murk, exemplifying the art of 
micro-paradiddles and belated 
beats. It's an unexpected asser- 
tion of sassiness in a macabre 
context, yet it never quite breaks 
the mood— as if the Blair Witch 
sequel featured Casper the 
Friendly Ghost but was still scary 
anyway, jeff salamon 
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Sound Files by Douglas UJolk 

Old School Jungle Music 



Career options for domesticated 
elephants m Thailand are pretty 
limited. Perhaps to spare the 
beasts the embarrassment of 
selling their tusks to poachers, 
Russian-bom artists Komar and 
Melamid launched a program in 
1995 to teach pachyderms to 
paint ; now occasional collaborator 
Dave Sulzer is giving them a shot 
at musical fame. On a senes of 
MP3s- that represent the entire 
recorded oeuvre of the Thai Ele- 
phant Orchestra, the animals favor 
gongs and other sturdy percussion 




More funk in the trunk: a Tusk 
for the new millennium. 

instruments they can play with 
their trunks. Some of them even 
have a pretty decent sense of 
rhythm, though don't expect a Thai 
Elephant Funk Band any time 
soon. A couple of tracks seem to 
involve some land of giant 
harmonica and you can sometimes 
make out elephantine vocaliza- 
tions, too. If Tom Waits can pass 
himself off as a singer, so can they 

With all the MP3s of mediocre 
music clogging the Web. it's easy 
to overlook the many sounds made 
by organisms who don't care how 
many times you download then 
crap from MP3.com. If you prefer 
the unmediated sounds of cntters. 
Naturesongs.com. run by Doug Von 



Gausig, has a huge selection of 
WAV files and MP3s. Its mam 
attraction is a treasure trove of bird 
songs of North America — hundreds 
of species' calls, with copious notes 
on how they were recorded, includ- 
ing a special section devoted to 
"love songs" heard mostly in the 
spring breeding season. (Put a few 
on a mix tape for somebody you're 
trying to impress — they're like cat- 
nip!) Other hit numbers from the 
site include the sound of beavers 
munching on water-lily stems, 
cicadas singing in Anzona. and 
Mexican free-tailed bats chatting 
over dinner. 

If that doesn't take you deep 
enough into the wild kingdom, the 
Animal Pictures Archive Sound 
Clips has more than two hundred 
beasts of every variety represented 
(though Sound Files questions the 
veracity of the Tyrannosaurus Rex 
clip). For sheer outdoorsy ridicu- 
lousness, though, it's hard to beat 
Greg Kunkel's Bird Songs-, which 
may be the only website where 
clicking on "Tits" will get you the 
sound of a tufted titmouse. Kunkel 
also includes a section of 28 differ- 
ent birdcalls converted to MIDI files 
(using General MIDI setting no. 92. 
"Space Choir"). 

Finally, if you'd like to hear 
the voice of the most famous 
domesticated animal in America. 
Family Life at the White House 
includes a special audio message 
from Socks the cat, as well as 
an official transcription of it: 
"Meow. Meow. Meow. " Your tax 
dollars at work! a 

elephantart.com 
•mulatta.org 

www.best5.net/animal/S0UND 
'ourworld.compuserve.com/ 
homepages/G_Kunkel/ 
www.wh rtehouse.gov/WH/Family/html 
Lrte.html 
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PAPA ROACH 
Infest 

(DreamWorks) 




DISTURBED 
The Sickness 
(Giant/Reprise) 
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MTV and the powers that be 
should realize that rap-rock need 
not come in one shape and size— or 
color. The kamikaze electropunk- 
hip-hop rage of Osc-Dis, the import- 
only latest from Japan's Mad Cap- 
sule Markets, for instance, could 
save many a lost Midwestern soul. 
And. man— would I love to drop it 
like an atom bomb in the laps of the 
clueless suits that signed Chicago's 
Disturbed and Cali's Papa Roach, 
the latest in midline nu-metal 
minstrelsy. Our budding trench- 
coat dons deserve so much better. 

Papa Roach wanna rock us like 
they're a bad-hair day away from 
going postal. But singer Coby Dick 
sounds more like a high school 
freshman hitting his locker 'cause 
he just got cut from the JV track 
squad. Combining digitally en- 
hanced metal riffage and MC Skat 
Kat-level rhyming skills, songs like 
"Broken Home" and "Blood Broth- 
ers" try to pick at teendom's boo- 
boos with Jonathan Davis' self- 
lacerating edge. A couple of gen- 
uinely fuckyouitive anthems ("Infest," 
"Between Angels and Insects") 
manage to rise above Scream 3 
soundtrack fodder, but overall Papa 
Roach is bland to the bone. Then 
again, Coby's kind of a hottie, so 
maybe they'll make time with the 



pissed-off- 14-year-old-girl market. 

Disturbed benefit from a more 
Reznorian sense of metal machine 
moodiness, the services of mega- 
mixer Andy Wallace (Nevermind, 
etc.) and a nihilistic stomp through 
Tears for Fears' "Shout." Vocalist 
"Damaged" Dave Draiman doesn't 
"rap" so much as spit his insane-in- 
the-membrane spiels in a frenzied 
flow that would make Beanie Man 
jealous. He wants to creep us out- 
trouble is, he ain't that creepy. (Hell, 
do enough crystal meth and 'N Sync 
will sound like they're running from 
demons.) And considering all the 
Windy City industrial angst that Dis- 
turbed must have inhaled growing 
up. their production is state-of-the- 
art clean, as in squeaky. (Young 
Dave's ill-advised monkey impres- 
sions don't help matters either.) 

Ultimately, Papa Roach and 
Disturbed suffer from the same 
delusion: It's easy to be mean. But 
suckah MCs come a dime a 
dozen, and when adenoidal 'tude 
is all you got, and your genre 
frowns on crowd-pleasing geetar 
solos or classic-schlock charisma, 
you can only make people wonder: 
"Whatever happened to Ugly 
Kid Joe?" SCOTT SEWARD 




SLUM VILLAGE 
Fantastic Uol. II 
(GoodUibe Rtomic Pop) 



As the lone righteous teachers 
in the capital of rap-rock recidi- 
vism, Detroit's Native Tongues 
torchbearers Slum Village can't 
get a witness in their own home- 
town. But with a soul-infused 
sound and anti-jiggy stance, the 
group has found a spiritual haven 
amid the dashiki-chic warmth of 
hip-hop's international neo-boho 
community. Producer/rapper Jay 



Dee has laid down rare-groove 
beats for the Pharcyde, Tribe. De La, 
and D'Angelo, and heads were 
awaiting SV's arrival when Mos Def 
was still a glint in urban radio's eye. 
Yet despite the hype, the group's 
Fantastic Vol. II floated for a year in 
Interscope/Geffen/A&M limbo until 
being rescued and revised for Inter- 
net upstart Atomic Pop. Ironically, 
all that shuffling might work to the 
group's advantage. Set next to like- 
minded releases from Lucy Pearl, 
D'Angelo. and Common, Slum Vil- 
lage's aesthetic makes more sense 
today than it would have trading in 
the company of last year's bling- 
bling bonanza. As Jay Dee raps on 
"Raise It Up": "I ain't got none of that 
dough with none of them cars / 
I ain't fucked none of them ho's in 
none of them bars." 

As a producer, Jay Dee is a true 
auteur. able to hone a wide range of 
influences into a mellow, loping. 



bass-thick body music, and here he 
provides fellow rhymers T-3 and 
Baatin a rich sonic palette of funk 
and soul, with dashes of electro and 
gospel. There's earth, wind, and fire 
on "Get This Money"; soul organs by 
the pound on "2U4U"; and computer 
love on "What It's All About." Sadly, 
though, his deepest tracks seem 
born to sprawl over six or seven min- 
utes, like the great soul revues 
that inspired them, and they feel 
constricted when abridged to fit con- 
ventional three-minute structures. 
Adding insult to injury, the trio are 
light, forgettable mic-rockers; Jay 
Dee may be the worst-rapping 
producer since Warren G. What 
emerges feels weirdly dainty. And 
when you're trying to bring urban 
renewal to a city sinking in sewage, 
you gotta be willing to get your 
hands dirty, jon caramanica 
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THE MIGHTY 
MIGHTY BOSSTONES 
Pay attention 
(Island) 

I 

Being a ska band is like being a 

character actor: Your role is limited 
and unglamorous, and you spend 
your life low on the marquee. But 
for about an hour in 1996. with 
even Time glomming onto the third- 
wave ska revival, Beantown's Mighty 
Mighty Bosstones justifiably be- 
lieved a chart contender could 
be rescued from the sweaty, 
suspender-snapping precedence of 
Madness and Bim Skala Bim. 
Unfortunately, around that time the 



industry's captains discovered a 
Cali-ingenue named Gwen Stefani, 
who crossbred the music until the 
ska DNA barely registered. All 
Bosstone bawler Dicky Barrett got 
was the consolation prize of a col- 
lege hit (1997's Ebola-catchy "The 
Impression That I Get"), a platinum 
album (Let's Face It), and the 
knowledge that his band could play 
campus rush weeks from Amherst 
to Auburn until revelation time. 

And is Barrett bitter? Just a little. 
"I'm bitter!" he bays on Pay Atten- 
tion's "So Sad to Say," before drop- 
ping a vengeful "fuck you!" to par- 
ents and cliques. But the Bosstones 
persevere, placing fairly high on this 
year's Warped tour while professing 
loyalty to their porkpie peeps by 
concentrating a decade's worth of 
plaid power into a unified uptempo 
pop-punk. Here the horn charts and 
the 2 Tone beat simply accessorize 
an even mix of amiable jock-stomp 
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PRIMAL SCREAM'S FIRST 
HEADLINING TOUR IN 8 YEARS 



05.26.00 WASH DC 
05.27.00 BOSTON 
05.28.00 NVC 



05.30.00 TORONTO 
05.31.00 DETROIT 
06.91.00 CHICAGO 



06.03.00 DALLAS 
06.04.00 PUS TIN 
06.06.00 DEHUER 



06.08.00 LA 
06.09.00 SAN FRAN 
86.11.00 SEATTLE 



06.12.00 PORTLAND 
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Powervaive'subwoofer amplifier* a 
yet $100.00 off the purchase price of any 
JBL Grand Touring* or Power Scries' 
subwooJeW. It's that simple - no coupon*, 
no rebates, just JBL Bass and Power! 

This offer is available at all participating 
JBL car-audio dealers from April 1- 
July 31, 2000. For the participating dealer 
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and straight-ahead modern rock- 
ism. When they run out of ideas 
and the nuevo-skank turns into a 
slog, their album-opening anthem, 
"Let Me Be," is neatly cloned mid- 
way through the record as "Over 
the Eggshells." The earth moves 
slightly under our feet, but no 
ground is broken. Yet to dis it out 
of hand would be like voting 
down the weekend. Because 
wherever there's a white man 
who can't dance but can |ump, 
wherever a freshman optimist 
needs her race'n'gender party- 
politics rolled into one sexless 
aerobic package, the Bosstones 
will be there— forwarding the 
cause like Gwen Stefani never 
stood them up. mark lepage 



VARIOUS ARTISTS 
Project Mowed 
(Massmen) 




FAT JACK/ VARIOUS ARTISTS 

Cater to the DJ 

(Celestial) 

About a year before Coolio won 
a Grammy sampling Stevie Won- 
der's "Player's Paradise," L.A. pro- 
ducer Fat Jack tweaked it on the 
Project Blowed mix tape— an 
underground hip-hop missive so 
ahead of its time it had to be reis- 
sued twice before a world stuck in a 
G-Funk whine started catching up. 
Located in a rented South Central 
storefront, Project Blowed was 



home to monthly MC mind-meets 
after the Good Life health-food 
store shushed its storied open mics 
in 1993. At the Blowed, lyrical 
styling was as layered as DJ Quik's 
hair. On 1994's (re)reissued Pro- 
ject Blowed, Fat Jack and a cast of 
producers soak stylists (Aceyalone. 
Abstract Rude. Freestyle Fellow- 
ship, etc.) in jazzadelics that are 
more Ornette Coleman than Roy 
Ayers. On the boy/girl posse track 
"Heavyweights Round 2." the skills 
are defined by what's between the 
ears, not the legs— that is, until the 
paroxysmal Volume 10 bellows, 
"I'ma shoot your fucking balls off." 
Blurring scat and scatterbrained 
lyricism, Freestyle Fellowship up- 
date griot consciousness. And 
Aceyalone and Abstract Rude's 
spectral "Maskaraid" skews your 
sense of direction as Acey ponders 
arnving at an "escapade spade ball" 
as a polar bear, a dream, and a 
"cavortous bill collector." 

In the half decade since Project 
Blowed, many a sunshine man has 
thrown down on Fat Jack mix tapes 
that got passed around fast and 
furious until they circled the globe. 
Just as Weird Al had his way with 
"Gangsta's Paradise," those mythic 
L.A. choppers' rhymes are being 
vivisected today by Danish chat- 
room loiterers. Thirty-nine tracks 
deep, the Fat Jack-produced two- 
CD set Cater to the DJ is Blowed's 
son who won't shut up. On "It's a 
Packed House," P E A C E, shoe- 
horns verbs into Fat Jack's canter- 
ing beat. Ganja KMC, who was 
chronic back when Dre didn't 
inhale, reactivates his militant mix- 
tape classic "Boomin' Scud Mis- 
sile." And on (funky dollar) "Bill." 
Rick Konvick imagines himself 
reborn as the root of all evil— "com- 
plete with pyramid with one eye 
so I can see." Throughout, L.A.'s 
mic-pass patterns twist and turn 
until they link Jay-Z's roots 
with Bone's. Follow them. Get lost. 

DAVE TOMPKINS 
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Check out the latest hard-nding tar-audio products trsm JUL 
at the tallowing emits: 

Date Emit 

Eastern Shore Classic 
Ringwood #2 
Fairmount Classic 



3/25/00 
4/30/00 
5/7/00 
6/3/00 



Location 
Wye Mills. MO 
Ringwooil. HI 
Philadelphia. PA 



Patterson Part Bike Fest Baltimore. MO 



6/10-11/00 24 Hours ol Snowshoe 
6/24-25/00 Mount Snow - NCS 
9/10/00 Ringwood #3 
Mahlon Madness 
Maryland Mdsh Pit 

urn 

AMSC 
UK 
AMBC 

Fla. State Champ. Series Ocala. Fl 
Conyers Conyers. CA 

Fla. State Champ. Series TallalBSSN, A 
Fla Stale Champ. Series H Miami. Fl 
Fla Stale Champ. Series LateUatFl 



= J I D 
10/1/00 
3/19/00 
4/16/00 
4/30/00 
5/21/00 
6/12/00 
9/3/00 
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11/14/00 
11/28/00 
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8/27/00 
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B/29/00 



Snowshoe. WV 
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Sparta. NJ 
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Canada Cup 
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Mouse MTB Classic UttmH 
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1 0/9/00 Kettle Morrame Fall Fest laGrasei It 

10/17/00 Bud lite Challenge Sheboygan. Wl 

4/29/00 Fruita Fat Tire Festival Fniita. CO 

5/28/00 Iron Horse Classic Ourango. CO 

6/4/00 Rage in the Sage Gunnison. CO 

6/24-25/00 Crested Butte Stage Race Crested Butte. CO 



7/9/00 Riders Del None 

7/23/00 Telluride MTB Classic 

7/29-30/00 NCS 

8/11-13/00 Mercury Tour 

9/2-4/00 Snake River Challenge 

3/17-19/00 Sea Oner Classic 
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9/8-10/00 NCS Mammoth Ml. CA 

9/24/00 Cal. State Champ. Finals lake Castaic. CA 




Del None. CO 
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Deer Valley. UT 
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Monterey, CA 
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KELLY HOGAN & THE PINE 
VALLEY COSMONAUTS 
Beneath the Country Underdog 
(Bloodshot) 




THE HANDSOME FAMILY 
In the Hir 
ICarrot Top) 




MEKONS 

Journey to the End of the Night 
(Quarterstick) 

* Singer Kelly Hogan's new record 
Is like the jukebox in a cool alt- 
country bar. No, better: With Mekons 
guitanst Jon Langford producing the 
crew from last year's Sally Timms 
solo triumph, it grips your arm and 
says: That's why they put that tune 
on the jukebox. 

In "(It's a Mighty Thin Line) 
Between Love and Hate," Johnny 
Paycheck soft-spokenly sang "I also 
draw the line between dirt and me"; 
in Hogan's version, the bile comes 
rocking to the surface. For Willie 
Nelson's "I Still Can't Believe You're 
Gone," a steely guitar duel and 
Mekons drummer Steve Goulding 
highlight the reverie originally in- 
duced by the Muscle Shoals Rhythm 
Section. New tunes by Langford and 
ex-Jody Grind leader Hogan, plus 
the Magnetic Fields' "Papa Was a 
Rodeo," add salt to Percy Sledge 



and Freddie Hart rediscoveries. The 
country within this country is a tem- 
porary autonomous zone: Blood- 
shot, Chicago— where C&W exiles 
feel at home. 

The Handsome Family live here 
too— In the Ail's "The Sad Milkman" 
debuted on Timms' album— to the 
extent they can stand to live any- 
where. Lyricist Rennie Sparks has 
visions, and even the happy ones 
spook, like the mother and baby who 
"walk into the waves no longer 
fearing the tides." If Brett Sparks, 
who sings like Johnny Cash and 
fashions the Family's music out of 
"Long Black Veil," seems more per- 
sonable than his wife, that's just a 
bluff. "Darling, don't you know it's 
only human to want to kill a beautiful 
thing" goes one chorus, and the 
song truly is beautiful, the duo's craft 
reaching a peak. These days, murder 
ballads are becoming another knee- 
jerk indie-rock apocalypticism; really, 
the stakes needn't be so high. Still, 
the prosaic economy of these 
images ("I am afraid of bridges / 
Sometimes I have to turn around," 
one song begins) deliver the 
uncanny in the voice of the ordinary. 

And that's all we can ask. In the 
best roots reworkings the need for 
belonging that draws us in is 
acknowledged but never quite met, 
and what makes us feel at home is 
that no one pretends the music is 
anything but an artifice. Recorded 
in London and Chicago, the 
Mekons' Journey to the End of the 
Night begins with a verse nicked 
from Robert Graves' The Greek 
Myths (chapter 132) and a Man- 
hattan nightclub incident. The sense 
of dislocation is immediate— they've 
been at this more than 20 years, 
and they make you feel it. But the 
sliver of "Maggie May" is a com- 
fort, and reggae rhythms an age- 
old bed for weary punks. Gradu- 
ally you realize how strong, if only 
subtly rocking, the music is this time. 
It sounds richly upholstered, gath- 
ering back compatriots like fiddler 
Susie Honeyman, with umpteen 
vocalists (including Hogan) chim- 
ing in and around each other. Imag- 
ine: They've turned the Flying Dutch- 
man into a cruise ship, ewe v 
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RATED "%" & BEST BUY 
AT THE WORLD SPIRITS 
CHAMPIONSHIPS. 



"Deep, assertive and highly flavored. Very fragrant 
with herbal sharpness. At the finish there is a softness 
and elegance. A most complex, unusual spirit" 
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Planet Skronk 



by D.Strauss 



The free-jazz electro-funk gospel of 
Ronald Shannon Jackson 



New York City was a cultural boil- 
ing pot in the early '80s — a 
place where genres did the deed 
wherever rents and drugs were 
cheap. You've heard tales of the 
Beasties riding up to the Bronx 
to trade their cutoffs for high- 
tops and Grandmaster Flash 
turning a bass line from down- 
town minimalists Liquid Liquid 
into "White Lines (Don't Do It)." 
But the outreach stretched 
farther. As downtown bohos 
began dabbling in neo-be-bop. 
uptown jazzheads started 
venturing below 14th Street 
to hybridize what would come 
to be known as punk jazz. 
Leading the battle march were 
the drummers, and the general 
was Ronald Shannon Jackson, of 
Ornette Coleman's pioneering 
electric band Prime Time. 

Onginally from Coleman's home- 
town of Fort Worth. Texas, Jackson 
grounded Prime Time's 1976 free- 
funk orgasm Dancing m Your Head 
and imagined fusion as something 
freer than Steely Dan with a ghetto 
pass or Miles Davis' coke-fucked 
proto-jungle. He wanted music that 
body-rocked — Joud! Despite the 
lack of synths. you could call the 
best of his ensemble, the Decoding 
Society, "free-electro," and today's 
oomputer-improv hybrids (Square- 
pusher, Supersilent) owe him their 
Ph.D.'s. Now. Knitting Factory is 
reissuing nine mostly primo, for- 
merly unfindable RSJ discs. (Not 
included are the milestone mid-'80s 
Island albums Mandance and Bar- 
beque Dog, though their multi-cult 
herky-]erk is captured just fine.) 

Jackson's polymath sound 
encompassed just about every- 
thing necessary to the first half of 
the 1980s, taking his clowns-in-the- 
army drumming on a rhythmic 
swath from Nigeria to Texas to a 



Motor City that was more MC5 
than Juan Atkins. The pause 
before the final note of "Flatbush 




Agony and ecstasy: 
Ronald Shannon Jackson. 

Roti" on 1986's Live at Greenwich 
House evokes the entire history of 
James Brown's bands, while 1987's 
TaZfceye transmits a laughing 
dreaminess reminiscent of classic 
Prime Time. 

Here was a man who could 
pluck Randy Rhodes out of Muddy 
Waters: "Purple Tongues." from 
1986's When Colors Play, congeals 
a jam around the bass line to 
Ozzy's "Crazy Train." Earned 
Dreams, a previously unreleased 
1984 recording, is utterly orches- 
tral, channeling bombast transcen- 
dence via the on-fire guitar of a 
pre-Living Color Vernon Reid. Per- 
haps best of all is 1983's previously 
unreleased Mbntreux Jazz festival, 
which mixed free-funking African- 
isms with free-saeaming guitars. 

The later work (1994 's Li ve in 
Warsaw) is a different breed of 
bird dog. Jackson, who now splits 
his time between Texas and 
Japan, was by then incorporating 
Asian influences into his music. 
It's not as street as it used to be. 
Then again, neither is the street. 
But the grooviest of these reissues 
will have you pounding the 
pavement-in 11/5 time, h 
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you need gear for any action potential 
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COVER 

Costume National Homme pants. 
$720. at Costume National. New York 
City. Helmut Lang silk shirt, $450. for 
store information, visit www.helmutlang. 
com. Versace tie. $190. at Versace 
boutiques nationwide. Puma sneakers. 
$55. at sport specialty stores nation- 
wide or vtsrt www.puma.com. 

CONTENTS 

PAGE 15 Vintage T-shirt. $18, from 

Filthmart. New York City. 

PAGE 18 Versace shirt. $534. as above. 

LULLABY BAXTER TRIO 

PAGE 62 Milk-Fed T-shirt. $65, at Steven 
Alan. New York City. Zimmermann 
/eans. from a selection, at Saks Fifth 
Avenue, New York City. Club Monaco 
leather belt, from a selection, at Club 
Monaco stores nationwide. 

GREEN VELVET 

PAGE 64 Lambskin jacket. $750. at 
Studio 109. New York City. 

'TEEN DREAM 
SCREAM QUEEN" 

PAGE 71 Daryl K jacket. $185. at 
Daryl K. New York City and Los 
Angeles. Vn/ienne Westwood 
Anglomania T-shirt, from a selection, at 
Vivienne Westwood. New York City. 
Miss Sixty pants, at Macy's. New York 
City, or visit www.misssixty.com. 

"KINGS OF QUEENS" 

PAGE 90 School of Hard Knocks jacket. 
$60. T-shirt. $22. and shorts. $50. at 
School of Hard Knocks. New York City, 
for information, call 212-840 3200. 
Dr. Martens watch and shoes, from a 
selection, for store information visit 
www.drmartens.com. 

"REVENGE OF THE 
'LITTLE IDIOT" 

PAGE 97 Versace shirt. $534. as above. 

PAGES 98-99 Versace jacket. $1,274. 
shirt. $269. and pants. $800. as above. 
Spotbilt shoes. $150. at Hotel of the 
Rising Star. New York City. 

PAGE 1 02 Costume National Homme 
pants. $720. and jacket, from a 
selection, as above. Helmut Lang stlk 
shirt. $450. as above. Versace tie. 
$190. as above. Puma sneakers. $55. 
as above. 

'TRANCE INTERNATIONAL" 

PAGE 109 Helmut Lang top. $120 
as above. 



"NEVER MIND THE 
MMM-BOLLOCKS" 

PAGES 130-31 Vintage jacket, from a 
selection, at Filthmart. Versus shirt, from 
a selection, at Versace boutiques 
nationwide. John Cherpas custom- 
made pants, from a selection, at Fred 
Segal. Los Angeles. Costume 
National Homme jacket, from a 
selection, as above. Marc Jacobs shirt. 
$175. at Barneys. New York City. 
Versus pants, from a selection, as 
above. D&G Dolce & Gabbana jacket. 
from a selection, at D&G boutique. 
New York City. T-shirt. $15. at Filthmart. 
Levi's jeans. $38. at Levi's stores 
nationwide, or visit www.levis.com. 

"CABIN FEVER" 

PAGE 138 Sportsrobe sweater, from a 
selection, at Sportsrobe. Los Angeles. 

PAGE 139 American Eagle Outfitters 
shirt. $29. at American Eagle Outfitters 
nationwide, or visit www.ae.com 

PAGE 140 OP shin, from a selection, 
at www.delias.com. Dawls baseball 
T-shirt. $24, at Antique Boutique. 
New York City. Levi s L2 denim 
overall, from a selection, as above 

PAGE 141 Mossimo swimsuits. from a 
selection, at Target stores nationwide. 
Vintage shirt, from a selection, at 
Wasteland. Los Angeles. BC Ethic 
shorts, from a selection, at Antique 
Boutique. Swatch watch. $58, at 
Swatch stores nationwide. Enhale hat. 
$15. at American Rag. Los Angeles. 
Kik Wear T-shirt and short, from a 
selection, at Blades. New York City; 
American Rag. 

PAGE 142 Lacoste polo shirt, from a 
selection, at Lacoste. New York City 
Enhale hat. $15. at American Rag. 
JNCO shirt, from a selection, for infor- 
mation and stores, visit www.jnco.com. 

PAGE 143 Calvin Klein Underwear pra. 
$18. at better department stores 
nationwide. Jockey tank. $13. at 
department stores nationwide. Ehsa 
Jimenez and the Hunger World blouse. 
from a selection, at Linda Dresner, 
New York City. Dickies pants. $39.99. 
at Kmart or call 800-342-5437. 

PAGE 144 Ben Ryan sweater, from a 
selection, at Fred Segal. American 
Eagle Outfitters sweater. $29. as above 

PAGE 145 Hang Ten T-shirts, from a 
selection, at Blades: American Rag. 
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SPIN ADVERTISING AND PROMOTIONS - EVENTS AND OPPORTUNITIES 



WHAT TO WEAR AND WHERE TO BUY IT 



AMERICAN EAGLE 

OUTFITTERS 



CjCll Sflt' THtllll 



Check it out. there's a new American Eagle Outfitters store 
m a neighborhood near you! Visit us on Wisconsin Avenue in 
Georgetown, Market Street in San Francisco, Newbury 
Street in Boston, or Washington Street in Chicago. Or. 
if you prefer to shop in your underwear visit us online 
at www.ae.com. 



Ben Sherman-London s coolest street brand invades 
America. Available at: Barney's [NYC], Nordstrom 
[select locations], Bloomingdales [select locations]. 
Urban Outfitters [nationwide], Buckle [select locations]. 
Rag Factory [Santa Monica, CA.] Union [San Francisco. 
CA.]. and E. Street Oenim [Highland Park. IL] 



Billabong USA. the renowned action sportswear line, 
pushes the limits this summer with the coolest new 
threads, including insane boardshorts. shirts and 
walkshorts. Mail@billabong-usa.com 




POLO JEANS COMPANY 



Op is the original active California lifestyle brand. 
It's a spirit that captures the essence of the beach 
and the attitude of the challenge. Op 100% Original. 
www.oceanpacific.com 



Check out the latest in Spring/Summer 2000 One Tough 
Brand styles at Boscovs-knit and woven tops, jeans, 
and shorts for young men. Call (212) 629-3883 for more 
information or email us at mobile8otb©aol.com. 



You have the chance to win a trip to see any band in the 
U.S! Log on to polojeansco.com and test your music 
knowledge with a special SPIN 15th Anniversary multiple- 
choice music quiz. That's right, Polo Jeans Co, and SPIN 
want to send you to see any band/musician of your choice 
that is touring in the continental U.S. Log on and take the 
quiz for your chance to win! 



I candie's 



Candies. Hip, Sexy. Irreverent. Fragrance collections 
for both Men & Women from S12.50-S45. Where do 
you wear your Candie's? Anywhere you dare. . .Visit our 
website at www.candies.com. 



SKECHERS 



Skechers USA, Skechers Sport, and Skechers Collection. 
Cool men's shoes. Available at most department stores 
and specialty athletic shoe stores nationwide or log on 
to www.skechers.com. 






From classic work boot styles to after surf looks for both 
men and women. Cat is equipment for work-equipment 
for life. To find out more information call (800) 789-8586. 



The Chuck Taylor All Star is not bound by the laws 
of fasnion. It is a blank canvas waiting to be filled in. 
Become part of the Blank Canvas" project at 
www chucktaylor.converse.com. Available at Journey's. 
Just tor feet. Foot Locker. 



The K»Swiss Classic Luxury Edition is available at 
Finish Line. Champs. Foot Action. The Athlete's Foot, 
and Journeys. For more information please call 
1 800) 431-7676 or log onto www.kswiss.com. 



Fashion watch collection ranging trom $40 to $140 
featuring Irony, the metal collection. Available in Gent, 
_ _ Medium. Lady, Scuba 200. Chronograph. Medium 

SIDO CCll K Chronograph, and Scuba 200 Chronograph sizes. 

Available at SWATCH stores nationwide. Watch World 
International, Macys. Bloomingdales. and Watch Station. 
For more information call (800) 8S WATCH or visit 
www.swatch.com. 



Timberland^ 



The Timberland Company, headquartered in Stratham, 
NH. designs, engineers, markets, distributes and sells 
premium-quality footwear, apparel and accessories for 
men. women and children. Available at Macys. Hecfits. 
Dillard's. Parisian. The Bon Marche\ For more information 
call (877) 423-5433 or log on to www.timberland.com. 



MERRELL 

Prrformancr Footwear 



LUGZ. Boots. Shoes. Athletics. Check us out at 
www.lugz.com. 



Merreil Performance Footwear, making boots, shoes 
and sandals for every season, every element and every 
adventure. Call (888) 637-7001 tor a store near you or 
go online at www.merrellboot.com. 



tommy 

m« NWl am«ric«n Iragrinct* 



Who wants to win a tommy phone? Enter for a chance to 
win a Motorola TalkAbout Wireless Phone and one year 
of AT&T Service. Visit any participating women's or men's 
fragrance department or in-store TOMMY'S SHOP and fill 
out a sweepstakes entry form. No purchase necessary. 
Promotion ends 6.12.00 For rules send a SASE to Tommy 
Hilfiger Rule Request. PO Box 1040, Young America. MN 
55594-1040. 



NAUTICA 

JEANS COMPANY 



Nauhca Jeans are available at Macys, Rich's. Burdines, 
Bloomingdales and The Bon Marche. Log onto 
www.Nauticaieans.com, 



It's not what you wear, it's how you wear it. It's your 
interpretation that matters. What does Unionbay stand for? 
UB it's open to interpretation, www.unionbay.com 



Oakley. A company obsessed with the design and 
manufacture of inventions that defy convention. Check 
out our arsenal of Oakley products at www.oakley.com. 



CLASSIFIEDS 
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ANNOUNCEMENTS 



EDUCATION 



WIN $50,000 GRAND PRIZE! 
Attention: Bands & Songwriters! 
Toll Free: 1 -877-USA-SONG 
www.songwritlng.net 



AUDIO EQUIPMENT 



FREE Stereo Catalog 

Gear up with stereo stuff from CRUTCHFIELD! 
You'll love the selection - over 700 products • 
home audio, car stereo, portables, video, home 
theater & more - from virtually all the top 
brands. Great personal service, fast shipping & 
lifetime technical support 
Call I-MS-292-IS87 for row FREE catalog or do it 
online .u www.cnltdifield.com 

CRUTCHFIELD 



BOOKS & PUBLICATIONS 



' THE ANARCHIST COOKBOOK 

Available again !S25 postpaid. 
Barricade Books. P.O. Box 1 401 -B 
Secaucus. NJ 07096 




DJ EQUIPMENT 



FREE DJ & 
PRO AUDIO 
CATALOG 

More DJs 




H PRO SOUND * Clubs 

L»«»° "» t ' " ' " — Depend 

Annual IBa_] On This 

Top 10 issue! 

jl m 1 Catalog 
Than Any 
I Other! 
Call For 

&t Your Free 

i Today! 
www.pssl.com 



#1 Choice ol DJs Since 1976! 



1 -888-308-9400 

Outside of USA (714) 891-5914 

11070 Valley View Sc.. Cypress. CA 90630 

Q PRO SOUND 

f-^tS AND STAGE LICHTINC- 




fr 



,-»J SEND S2.00 FOR CATALOG 
^ USTIHG 19,27! OUAUTY RESE«CH PAPERS OS 

CALL TOLL FREE 800-351-0222 

RESEARCH ASSISTANCE SmcfemdeiK 
1 '770 WntnuBn lw C*« Citf CA XZX (OTnaffim IW 



TEflHPAPER SOLUTIONS! The electronic library 
provides unique qualtiy papers & original custom 
research. Call 1-M0-PAPERS-1 or 805-574-0500 for 
catalog: www.tennpapersolutions.com 



FINANCIAL OPPORTUNITIES 



EARN BIG MONEY 
Owning your own internet or 900f business 
CALL 1-888-883-9854 
www.satumcommunications.com 



FUN STUFF 



GROW LIGHTS • HYDROPONICS 'ORGANICS 
Online Indoor/Outdoor Garden Supplies 
www.homeharvest.com 




SEND $2.00 FOR CATALOG ' 
COOL CANDLES INC. 
?.0. BOX 31315 
CHICAGO IL. 60631 



www.katoya.com 

Smoking Accessories, Abstract Artwork 
Hemp Products, Gifts 




www.roncentola.com 



HELP WANTED 



EASY WORK! EXCELLENT PAY! 

Assemble Products At Home. 

Call Toll Free 
1-800-467-5566 EXT. 2566 



HEALTH 



PENIS-ENURGEMENT.net FDA Approved vacuum 
pumps or surgical. Gam 1 -3". Permanent Safe. Enhance 
erection. FREE Brochures. Dr. Joel Kaplan (312)409-5557 
Latest enlargement info: 1 -900-976-PUMP (S2.95/min | 



INSTRUCTION 




school of: Audio - Show Production 

Film/Video • Digital Media 

Game Design * Computer Animation 

800.226.7 

w w w . f u I I s a i 

jioo Mmmmi Wftow fv» ft Jim 

f MMal »><J »»a>u8'« to ttvow •wno qualify 

Job pttitmtM MMOMM At ic edited bj ACCSCT 



LEARNS ART of RECORDING 


B3 


• Tim One— * urar 1971 ' AHortAk Ml 
■ i Uowfc Tr»» •MtaMAtM 

RECORDING WORKSHOP 

Call Today for a tree Brochure 

800-848-9900 or 740-663-2544 
www.recordiDKworluhop.com 





Learn Audio Recording 



• 22 week Master 
Recording Program 

• Financial Aid to 
Qualified Students 

■Our Graduates are 
In demand 



• Multl-Studlo Facility 

• Internships 

• Hands-on Training 

• Affordable Tuition 

• Small Classes 



jj'j 



Studios feat 

• SSL • Neotek • 

• Otarl • Studer • Neumann 

1-800-562-6383 

Conservatory of 
Recording Arts & Sciences 

2300 East Broadway Rd. • Tempe, AZ B5282 



INSTRUCTION 



Creative 
Careers 

for Creative 
Minds 



Computer Animation 
Culinary Arts 
Fashion Design 
Multimedia & Web Design 
Online Media & Marketing 
Industrial Design 
Technology 
Graphic Design 
Interior Design 
Photography 
Video Production 



vvww.artinstitutes.edu 




18 locations 



At, 



Atlanta. GA 
Boiton. UA 
Charlotte, NC 
Chicago. IL 
Data. TX 
Denver. CO 
Fort Lauderdale. FL 
Houston. TX 
los Angela. CA' 
Mrnnewta. MN 
New York, NY 
Philadelphia. PA 
Ptttiburgh , PA 
Phoenix. AZ* * 
Portland. OR 
San Francisco. CA 
Schaumburg, H"" 
Seattle. WA 



The Art Institutes 

Imi ■ ' .',.(.' im Cnmtir* Ldmts$i»m 

300 ixm Avtnut. Suite 800. PtaCurgn. RA 1 5222 2598 

1.800.592.0700 



Boot. OTtm Art 

Tfc. Art InKitut. 
>• Art Inttitut. ol 
AZ is 4 



You love music and want to 

make it a career 
We teach people who love 
music how to make it a career 
Let's talk. 




Recording Engineers 

SSL. Neve. Production. Hands on. 
6 month program 

Singers. Keyboardists. Guitarists. 
Buists. Drummers 

Learn. Perform. Write Songs. Record. 
Programs from 3 months - 2 years 

WORKSHOPS AND PART-TIME CLASSES 

Questions? 
1-8GQ-2S5-PLAY ar |323) 462-1384 



www.spm.com 



CLASSIFIEDS 



JUNE 2000 




pl u t a n i u m 




INTERNET SITES 



PSYCHICS 



IMPORT CDs Rock. Pop. Metal. Alternative. Free catalog 
SILVEROISC MUSIC. 19425-B Soledad. #272-SP. 
Santa Clanta. CA 91 351 www.silverdisc.com 



4-sa> ^^Bafc 

i 'Mr *#2HaK 


ISOLATION 
TANK 

cos iwfc i sam i nm 
amtinamimi zukk 


ELECTROMICA-TftAKCE-GOTHIC 
BBEAK2 ( BEATS • TRIP-HOP 
INDUSTRIAL ■ DRUM ( BASS 
LEFTFIEID • TECHKO • AMBIENT 


WWW ODTJW-C0H 
ULESOfSHMUH 
pd .MM 
OMIMLPl lWMt 
2151KMU 



IMPORTED RARITIES trom around the world on 
CD. Video & Audio cassettes. Limp Bizket. Korn. 
Tooi.311. Nirvana. Bruce. Kid Rock. I. CP., 
Donna's Rage. &100's more. Catalog $1.00 or 
on the internet ■ www.eclecticmusic.com. 
ECLECTIC MUSIC 
P0 Box 1864 Royal Oak. Ml 48068 -1864 



INDIE LABELS 



rax 

TVAE DECLINE 



WWW HATWItKCK COM 



LOOKOUT! RECORDS 

The first to bring you Green Day. Operation ivy & 
Rancid! Lookout! hits new records by Avail, Auntie 
Christ Black Fork. The Bomb Bassets. The Cnmmais. 
The Crumbs. The Donnas, The Groovte Ghoulies. The 
Hi-Frves. The Mr T Experience. Pansy Drvision. The 
Phantom Sorters. Pinhead Gunpowder, The Potatomen, 
Servo tron. The Smugglers, Squirtgun. Uranium 9 Volt. & 
(Young}P»ooecrs 

•Send Si tor catalog to: Lookout Records Sort 
•P.O. Box 1 1 374 Berkeley CA 94712-2374" 
rhotkne: 510-S8M871 



•Cfteck our website! wwwJookoutrecon3s.com 



V 




SEXTOYNATION 

http://www.sextoynation.com 
Great Prices * Huge Selection 



Wares from the underworld! 
Huge selection of t -shirts, sterling silver 
jewelry, piercing jewelry, leather jackets, 
Chicago Police jackets, shoes & boots, 
Lariche Directions hair color, gothic cloth- 
ing, silver accessories. CHECK IT OUT! 

www.etwisted.com/14 



POSTERS & PHOTOS 




i (per rcadinp* o rniimc you calL Get 
answer* about Love. Monrv and Romance hy calling 
for your FREJ- ISychic Reading today! 



1-800-308-3072 

For t rtB rammeni eurpeMS enrf Uuea H 18* Hm 5 mnM are true 




Win Photos - Free Dmloadt - Fm Sklpplut 



CELEBRITY PHOTOSIMUSIC POSTERS - 
name favorites Send SASE to: PIX/SPIN . 
Box 20747, Houston, TX 77225 
Website - www.photowrld.com 




T-SHIRTS & MORE 



PARENTAL ADVISORY 



PARENTAL ADVISORY 
THIS IS CRUDE WEAR 
T-SHIRTS AND OTHER CRUDE shit! 
www.crudewear.net 
or call for FREE Catalog. 
270-769-0272 



Looking for Music 


T-Shirts? 


Look for them at 
Eclipse Merchandise! 

SPECIALIZING IN: 1 

ROCK. ALTERNATIVE. POP. 
METAL ELECTRONIC 4 
HIP-HOP 

WE HAVE IMPORTED. BANNED A 
RARE UNDERGROUND SHIRTS — 
NOT RMJND IN ANY STOCK 

CALL TOLL FREE; 

1-888-450-5549 

(OR VISIT US ON-LINE AT) 
WWW.ECUPSEMtRCMANDISE.COM 1 


aaltai 



REACH 2.7 million 

SPIN READERS ADVERTISE 

IN SPIN CLASSIFIEDS for more info 
on rates & dates call 2 1 2.23 1 .7400 



Ej LG/XL CONCERT Tour T-Shirts $18.95 
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17701 GODSMACA MM GREEK OAT 16614 I C POSSE 
Band Photo Bin* Joe Jumpng SbMdmg Portrait 
Shots Not Pictured Art Same l*on LAuATy 

i 7177 sacastrett Bars im o» u 

18517 BEASTLE BOTS Retra Logo 
718758 SABBATH DoomKUl BeoV* 
17337 COAL 0 

IBM JimihEWMii .™* «•« 
low? now stretched au 

_ 71(32 LESS THAN JAKE H 
167S0K10B0CK 17*70 LAW BtTATT NaafeM 

f 17490 HABJLTK ttAKSON Gold lac* 

71820 HXPI Stanono Sou Boi 
15552 NpTMNA Kitft Cooaw QOAe 
16*61 OtlSPMK Sad K» Soul 
.jja i HMO OSBOLIOK Rand> Bhoxt 
4BLj>V I 7110* PEAB1 JAM LJoa Do Nat Left 

l&Cl RAEiE AfiAWST HAO*ME Cotagt 
17*57 ROB SXMBJE Gnat Lnmig Dead Goi 

ism sevewusi turn Photo 

71BZ3 S R VAtXjHAN LM Playing Gortar 
27150 T ETE BLBB3 Group tare On Stage 




M 




MOPX 

< . A . , -~ 


16*62 LAW BQ3Q 
SigafflcaM ma 


*r | taj, wi 

h»B"U»jo 


17417 rJOfl 
Plraoun' Doaa 
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103730HCT 172B8 STAMTJ Z21A3 SUaUaoTE 

StaaUelShme Proa, Toa Elu li Band Caajaga Photo 

LG/XL Long Sleeve T-Shirts $2450 

Groat Designs Snjoong Down The AjTra On Most 

< 13303311 MA MOB! LatJO 
3 71*01 BUAK IS Crappy Puna Boca 
, 71202 DEAD ABeKTJTS OA Lags 






, 10671 N HCH HAILS 
< 71A07 »0FT. So We 
j 7161JPBomtISESt 
I 7131 4 R AGAINST 
] 17459 IttllTLTAfJOErhMOrOt 

10571 SEVEH0U5T Njong Stnpe Logo 
J 71114 SUoUME Braon Photo TgEyaj 

Embroidered Baseball Caps $19 

biaauoieiofl Destgrts On Htgh Ouatrty Caps 

t 72470 KrOSMACr, Logo 
16582 I CLOWN POSSE CP LtOBtl logo 
13081 JH HE»«X Signature Logo 
13419 MHAUJCA Strip Logo/lttaa Star 
17*11 NBK loth NA4UEta.pt. Logo 
... .ONES 13115 OffSPTWrG Logo 

i3imoznfi^ria»jt;[ >t ii«o4>Cioii 

77176 ROB 20UBIE RoOot Head 
IBSoo SAUSWHC rWOtS Name Logo 
16581 STAJNDlogo 

1 7*67 S RAT VALKjMAN Sajnaan Logo 
1*571 S1JBUME Joert i Logo 
IJllJUm I860* ThW EYE BLBOD Logo 

Pottart • stloktrt • Vldio* • CD'i 
PatohM • Beanlei 
And Many Mora Itema 

TZ. Cat* The kom Bal Want Or AtjM Y«i f)»n L«* rorm. 
Socaty trio start sat Send Casfi Choc* Or Money m US 
DOLLARS ONLY US Add S5 For SraooariQ & HanrJNna. Oeral 
■job.' Card tWers 57 Moay service ri2UAt»i^ Canatti 
*WlM0Bt» fuii naiCaiTtng Ada 112 
111 14310 Den 201 • Emu Prune H% S534* 



G£N/<jS LESSONS t*»fBs 

1^*/^"SCA«-P i^Atic" i wAS STANPiNA in A CHtc*. coT Ht*€ AT THC WAt-MAAT >TMf /w WA£6 
H^tV WITH A CAAliAAC PtfUi of »tAptAS AMO vAAlfuf oTHCA 3ASy AM £AAC ppooweri- in f A»mT 
•* «€ tx*S A UlTU 0«-0 CA»1T w€AA»MA A UAMT BCfC MMO gACAFCt, BiAC* tooSf FIT TIM* »TA- 
CTtM pAKTS amo o.OMMiMfc. SMCAfCffLl. MCA MAtA wA* wMlTf **iTM A 3L^f>K T IWT AM^ ser i» 
CAtH HAlK STo.o St»A<6-HT o»T #* r Ae« BcAAp AT A 9© * AH&tC. CA«M M*<A t*AS AtwfrM i./ Two AMD 
A H*tf (MCUC« t»MA, S» v*Ay, TMiM TV AT | f»wcO Set T*« fHTtAt Cf*vf .F fVfff *fc»tc. 

TN£ HMC fAS TAF-tM* fOtfVCft AWO I Tw»T S.IT »F ZOWfl) Oul 9TAA«MA AT THf H O p. < 2 o N »F MCA 

StAbp OCtou/ TM€ »fAMf Foft(»r of MCA t inA6-»Mfo *y»eiF t i u y A»«0 li^MMiMC- H«Kf» 

THAOWta TKE FORE<T HCA HfA9. HC ft wA *y Fcufciufr StALp FfCi-lUfr ^At<^ A Kb iTtcity dm *+f 

BAAS FCCT. I SAT (N Hf (t poRCt k/M(C4 T» «y Tiwy BoO? k«C*C fo«F/ C MAl AS. TKC p»ft« 

fiti.6D k/ira SwCAT wCM AIM M©TT«/BS. itlittAeD A JtMMO «r Ulfi MAl* A»*C A PttyMftiAM 

8»Y "P A <«eoMwt rece a m » toouco »«t acaoss tvc 'tacc Tops'. \ mas t*hiu» *«t »f ny TM»w- 

6-HTC fMCM IT 5CCAm£ rvy TvtM At TM« £ *C CK *ot C»vi^tFll. I WATCMCP A $ »-*y nrrt* M. b 
FAigMO fAMtC* out of TMC BTocC A WO w\TW MCA, A*y CIAmikl f*«f*T frACAf, A *t*amAC 

^aomcss Df u£N"f «> vp»M ke aw* i f£Li MysetF hdsim^ Me«. *wh»^ n»e we aa* < 

THtt/CMT AWO oASHtD 0v£t TO Men AMD AS*ee HE A OwT ow A PATC . I OiP »*y Bf»T T» AC- 
A*Svte H€t AMD FiMAtky jHe eytepTFD m/ if«vtT ATt*M to At a m'o>oma«-»« a lit. 

Tfc* r^ATUgA Pown THf *T(Lip. I fouot-(p ALouO- At * MC PAcC «M «Cft Kca, tT WAS 
PA A It »vTHn A~» »£« iN«> TM€ ^au^fuf oF HSU Hf*P WAS c/TTCfti-/ psytHfOfn c 
h/MCM lUUMlMkTfP 8/ TXe He AO tlAMTt »f tX* OM- C0 »M«- rHUffC. it w*< A 
KAI-9. | 8CCAM£ A tiiTU MCA«'OvS i * AT ~A I | & <,,m t- t* t A t K n> H f A A 4»oT ? * SMC puut-ED IM- 
TO THt ft'P*MAb»S pAHKlMC t»T A»«» k/A«T66 F o ft. t*t »«TS»*€. >Mf So VWLNCAA01C AmO 

»MAU STAMPIM4 *»>«-y PlWfc F f JT FALL A l"P fflAMry FW( poOVQl , I Hopf I) I wkuLPlw'T BttiH- 
fMTAlLf fte t* - * 4, ▼* MCA SomC Mow. «uce i»*4iot AA» SCATS t> ( <, H e ge(AM xHtitJt «H tie t 
"•FitCT F«*H ' >AW»*icM f wMiCM SMC SAi» uK< 9€LUi»»i. SMC rr o o w w *»»tH A C«f 

TCA. I HAD A HCAtT-SMAAT, frUcifD <HU«N 5Al*Dw»C M . C ON " e A S ATI • M pA»*C»r» t« 
CH(TAA*A>(MAAll.y piFriCiAT, i ASACO MCA A 6ov/T MCA V»A< Hi MA IMA |«r |T wAS 1 lM£ p W LklNA 
rrcTM. s>» « »en»f* t» rtu a«A AAo^r nyiCkF, n*u i *-Al am a«ii»t im mcw y«ak «»ciTy 
AM« TMAT l Mi*- 0AIMTIM6-S FeA A tivlMA, ij.t * H< SCCMCO To BC ewiy MfriMlHS p»L ITCL/ 

A T«»l»ly lowfr i I l 6 «H> W CA. I A* A L I Z f O ftX AT I JTm»t W*SH'T C »T »vT F»l THii Typ{ »F 

rMtM(V. I 6-AVt wp , PCCIOIMC T* £ AT l|) SltCNCC. THAT** wHCK MCA fuHo*iTy C.-r TMC 
T€A »F MCA. SAC wAMTe* T» ICMAM "Mf I ASMCP MCA M*»AMAb» « . • THcwAMTM H|MT A« 
i*Eu »c hoMEM^ I CToifc K€B A5e«r «y FAAJT A Sy 0 F t^AtK 1 «/AMC P IM M« A MA»A, TMc 
MoT tv»6 IN MCA poAfS , TMC COCowuT TAe€, A»xO FX I A€*T. 1 *»A* in TMC *»iV»tC#F »ef<Ai<(M(- 
^AMlMA A SMALL SMACK *vT AT MCA PCA» SCiM F LAK6S WMCM | SCAT o F *m Af>f>€P AvT *F fT. / A/ASMT 
(M A M ( eeUALe'i AT ah, < WAS 1M t-Ue C»Wot-M- CMieF'S oFFiet oF SfiM HAAAZIMC . MC 
WAS SAYl^A SoMCTAtWC (J«T 1 CftfLlM' T WM»eft STAMO *,HAT »T WAS. I TXCwAMT TO nySCt-F. 
w FOdUS" AMD TUe^> F (AlAtCy »T 6-OT THAOUAM TO n€ , HC WAS 5Ay«MA J w /60 V AC FlftCP^ 
CAM y»w Aft. m&1 ypu'AC Fieeo." HC MpT R.Fpf AT iMA it Jiofiy L IM mc wA« TAtMiWfr 
TO a ACTAAO. 1 *A»D, "OH o C A f " A tit I i^AiieCP 6-T oF Hii oTFKC, Do^M TMC MAtt ; 
A«^«> 6>»/T of rH€ Quii»im», 6-OoD 0Y€ FA««NP<: / ( Hope it WAS AS «VO©0 FoA Hf A« 
IT WAS foil yow . TW<* 1^ /ouAFia^Ai. teio/vt ctSSOAl, t/ooft FBFfMb S€At4 

p$. mo Tone. 
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Breakfast 
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Sweetened crunchy 
flakes. Honey oat 
clusters and raisins. 




Bac 




